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THE LIFE 


Of 

DAVID MALLET, 

BY 

SAMUEL JOHNSON, L.L.D. 


Of David Mallet, having no written me* 
morial, I am able 49 give no other account than 
such as is supplied by the unatborofed loquacity of 
common fame, and a very (flight personal know* 
ledge. 

He was by his original one of Ihe Macgregors, 
a clan, that became, about sixty years ago, under 
the conduct of Robin Roy, so formidable and so 
infamous for violence and robbery, that the name 
was annulled by a legal abolition ; and when they 
were all to denominate themselves anew, the, fa- 
ther, I suppose, of this author, called himself 
Mai loch. 

David Malloch was, by the penury of his pa* 
reals, compelled to be Janitor of the High School 
at gdiftbaigh I a. mean office, of which he did not 
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afterwards delight to hear. But he surmounted 
the disadvantages of his birth and fortune ; for, 
when the Duke of Montrose applied to the Col- 
lege of Edinburgh for a tutor to educate his sons, 
Malloch was recommended ; and 1 never heard 
that he dishonored his credentials. 

When his pupils were sent to see the world, 
they were entrusted to his care ; and having con- 
ducted them round the common circle of modish 
travels, he returned with them to London, where, 
by the influence ef the family in which he resided, 
he naturally gained admission to many persons of 
the highest rank, and the highest character, xo 
wits, nobles, and statesmen. 

JOfdus works, I know noMvhether I can trace 
:tho aesiq||v >Hi* production was “ William 
and Mfcfgartt*;'* «f which, though it contains 
nothing very striking or difficult, he has been en- 
vied the reputation ; aad plagiarism has been boldly 
charged, but never proved. 

t Notiong afterwards he' .published the “ Excur- 
xion" (1728) ; a desultory and capricious view 
pf such scenes of nature as.iiis fancy .led him, or 
•fats knowledge. enabled him, to describe. .It is not 
■devoid ofpoerical spirit. Many of the images ate 
striking, and many of the paragraphs are elegant. 

U* Mailer* n wunwn ana Margaret" was pnntpa m Aaron 
«,}]> Plain Dealer ” No 36, July ‘A, TO- In itf Original 
wirvf ry different from -what it is in th^bst cdtttetrof 
bis works. Ur. J. 



The cast of diction seems to be copied from Thom- 
son, whose “ Seasons’* were then in their full blos- 
som of reputation. He has Thomson’s beauties 
and his faults^ 

His poem oat 1 * Verbal Criticism” (1733) was 
written to to Pope, on a subject which 

he either did*\not understand or willingly misre- 
presented: and is little more than an improve* 
ment, or rather expansion, of a fragment which 
Pope primed in a Miscellany long before he in- 
grafted it into a regular poem. There is in this 
piece more peytoess than wit, and more confidence 
than knowledge, ’ffoe versification is tolerable, 
nor can criticism allow it a higher praise. 

His first tragedy was “ Eurydtce,” acted at 
Drury Lane in 1731 ; of whilfc I know not the* 
reception nor the merit, but have heard it tnten- 
tioned as a mean performance. He was not then 
too high to accept a Prologue and Epilogue from 
Aaron Hill, neither of which can be much com- 
mended. 

Having cleared his tongue from his native pro- 
nunciation so as tp be no longer distinguished as a 
Scot, h£ seems inclined to disencumber himself 
from all adherences of his original, and took upon 
him to change his name from Scotch MalUck to 
English Mallet^ without any imaginable reason of 
preference which the eye or ear can discover. 
What other proofs he gave of disrespect to his 
A 2 
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native country, I know not ; but it was remarked 
of him, that he was the only Scot whom Scotch- 
men did not commend. 

About this time Pope, whom he visited fami- 
liarly, published his “ Essay on Man,** but con- 
cealed the author ; and, when Mallet entered one 
day, Pope asked him slightly what there was new. 
Mallet told him, that the newest piece was some- 
thing called an “ Essay on Man,” which he had 
inspected idly, and seeing the utter inability of the 
author, who had neither skill in writing nor know, 
ledge of his subject, bad tossed it away. Pope, 
to punish his self-conceit, tom him the secret. 

A new edition of the works of Bacon being pre- 
pared (17 ^0) for the press, Mullet was employed 
to prefix a Life, which he has written with elegance, 
perhaps with some affectation ; but with so much 
spore knowledge of history than of science, that 
when he afterwards undertook the Life of Marl- 
borough, War burton remarked, that he might per- 
haps forget that Marlborough was a general, as he 
had forgotten that Bacon was a philosopher. 

When the Prince of Wales w’as driven from 
the palace, and setting himself at the head of the 
opposition, kept a separate court, he endeavoured 
to increase his popularity by the patronage of lite- 
rature, and made Mallet his under-secretary, with 
a salary of two hundred pounds a year; Thomson 
likewise had a pension ; and they were associated 
in the composition of the masque of “ Alfred,” 
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which in its original state was played at Cliefden 
in 1740; it was afterwards almost wholly changed 
by Mallet, and brought upon the stage at Drury 
Lane in 1751, but with no great success. 

Mallet, in a familiar conversation with Garrick, 
discoursing of the diligence which he was then ex- 
erting upon the “ Life of Marlborough,” let him 
know, that in the series of great men, quickly to be 
exhibited, he should find a nick for the hero of 
the theatre! Garrick professed to wonder by what 
artifice he could be introduced ; but Mallet let him 
know, that by a dekterous anticipation, he should 
fix him in a conspicuous place. “ Mr. Mallet,” 
says Garrick, in his gratitude of exultation, “ have 
“ you left off to write for the stage ?•” Mallet then 
confessed that he had a drama in his hands. Gar- 
rick promised to act it j and “ Alfred” was pro- 
duced. 

The long retardation of the Life of the duke of 
Marlborough shows, with strong conviction, how 
little confidence can be placed in posthumous re- 
nown. When he died, it was soon determined 
that his story should be delivered to posterity; 
and the papers supposed to contain the necessary 
information were delivered to the Lord Molcs- 
worth, who had been his favorite in Flanders. 
When Molesworth died, tha%une‘ papers were 
transferred with the same design to Sir, Richard 
Steele, who in some of his exigencies put them 
a 3 
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in pawn. They then remained with the old 
dutchess, who in her will assigned the task to 
Clover and Mallet, with a reward of a thousand 
pounds, and a prohibition to insert any verses. 
Glover rejected, I suppose, with disdain the le- 
gacy, and devolved the whole work upon Mallet ; 
who had from the late Duke of Marlborough a 
pension to promote his industry, and who talked 
of the discoveries which he had made ; but left 
not, when he died, any historical labours hehmd 
him. 

While he was in the Prince’s service, he pub- 
lished 11 Mustapha,” with a Prologue by Thom- 
son, not mean, but far mfeiior to that which he 
had received from Mallet, for “ Agamemnon.” 
The Epilogue, said to be written by a friend, 
was composed in haste by Mallet, in the place of 
one promised, which was never given. This tra- 
gedy was dedicated to the Prince hU master. It 
was acted at Drury Lane in 1739, and was well 
received, but was never revived. 

In 1740, he produced, as has been already men- 
tioned, the masque of 11 Alfred,” in conjunction 
with Thomson. 

For some time afterwards he lay at rest. After 
interval, Ida next work was “ Amyntorand 
41 Theodora*’ (1 7^1), a long story in blank verse ; 
in which it cannot ^e denied that there h copi- 
ousness and elegante of language, vigour of tene- 
ment, and imagery well adapted to take possession 
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of the fancy. But it is blank verse. Thi* he 
sold to Vaillant for one hundred and twenty pounds. 
The first sale was not great, and it is now lost in 
forgetfulness. 

Mallet, by address or accident, perhaps by his 
dependence on the Prince, found his way to Bo* 
Imgbroke ; a man whose pride and petulance made 
his kindness difficult to gain, or keep, and whom 
Mallet was content to court by an act* which, I 
hope, was unwillingly performed. When it was 
found that Pope had clandestinely printed an un- 
authorised pamphlet called 44 The Patriot King 
Bolingbroke, in a fit of useless fury, resolved to 
blast his memory, and employed “Mallet (1749) as 
the executioner of his vengeance. Mallet had pot 
virtue, or had not spirit, to refuse the office ; and 
was rewarded, not long after, with the legacy of 
Lord Bolingbroke’s works. 

Many of jthe political piece* had been Written 
during the opposition to Walpole, and given to 
Franklin, as he supposed, in perpetuity. These, 
among' the rest, were claimed by the will. The 
question was referred to arbitrators ; but when they 
decided against Mallet, he refused to yield to the 
award ; and by the help of Millar the bookseller 
published qll that he could find, but with success 
very much below his expectation* 

In 1751 his masque of 44 Britannia,” was acted 
at Drury Lane j and his tragedy of 44 Elvira** in 
1763 ; in which year he was appointed keep** 
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of thtf Book of Entries for ships in the port of 
London. 

In the beginning of the last war, when the na- 
tion was exasperated by ill success, he was employed 
to turn the public vengeance upon Byng, and wrote 
a letter of accusation under the character of a 
14 Plain Man.” The paper was with great in- 
dustry circulated and dispersed ; and he, for his 
seasonable intervention, had a considerable pension 
bestowed upon him, which he retained to his 
death. 

Towards the end of his life he went with his 
wife to France ; but aftei a while, finding his 
health declining, he returned alone to England, 
and died in April 1765. 

He was twice married, and by his first wife had 
several children. One daughter, who married an 
Italian of rank named Cilcsia, wrote a tragedy 
called tr Almida,” which was acted at Drury 
Lane. His second wife was the daughter of a 
nobleman’s steward, who had a considerable for- 
tune, which she took care to retain in her own 
hands. 

His stature was 'diminutive, but he was regu- 
larly formed ; his appearance, till he grew cor- 
pulent, was agreeable, and he suffered it to want 
no recommendation that dress could give it. His 
conversation was elegant and easy. The rest of 
his character may, without injury to his memory, 
sink into silence. 
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As a writer, be cannot be placed in any high 
class. There is no species of composition in 
which he was eminent. His Dramas had their 
day, a short day, and are forgotten ; his blank 
verse seems to my ear the echo of Thomson. His 
“ Life of Bacon ” is known as it is appended to 
Bacon’s volumes, but is no longer mentioned. 
His works arc such as a writer, bustling in the 
world, shewing himself in public, and emerging 
occasionally from time to time into notice, might 
keep alive by his personal influence ; but which, 
conveying little information, and giving no great 
pleasure, must soon give way, as the succession 
of things produces new topics of conversation and 
other modes of amusement* 



TO THE RIGHT HON. 


WILLIAM LORD MANSFIELD, 

LORD CHIEF JUSTICE OF ENGLAND. 

January 1, 1759* 


No man, in ancient Rome, my Lord, would have 
Keen surprised, I believe, to see a poet inscribe 
His works either to Cicero or the younger Pliny, 
not to mention any more among her most cele- 
brated names. They were both, it is true, public 
magistrates of the first distinction, and had applied 
themselves severely to the study of the laws, in 
which both eminently excelled : they were, at the 
same time, illustrious orators, and employed their 
eloquence in the service of their clients and their 
country ; but as they had both embellished their 
other talents bv early cultivating the finer arts, and 
which has spread, we see, a peculiar light and 
grace over all their productions, no species of 
polite literature could be foreign to their taste or 
patronage ; and, in effect, we find they were the 
friends and protectors of the best poets their re- 
spective ages produced. 

It is from a parity of character, my Lord, and 
which will occur obviously to every eye, that I am 
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induced to place your name at the head of this 
Collection, such as it js, of the different things 1 
have written. 

Nec Phabo gratior ulla 

Quern sibi qua Vari pra scrip sit pagina nomen . 
And were I as sure, my Lord, that it is deserving 
of your regard, as I am that these verses were not 
applied with more propriety at first than they are 
now, the public would universally justify my ambi- 
tion in presenting it to you : but of that the public 
only must and will-judge, in the last appeal. There 
is but one thing, to bespeak their favor and your 
friendship, that I dare^ be positive in, without 
which you are the last person in Britain to whom 
I should have thought of addressing * it ; and this 
any man may affirm of himself without vanity, be- 
cause it is equally in every man’s power ; — of all 
that I have written on any occasion, there is not a 
line which I am afraid to own, either as an honest 
man, a good subject, or a true lover of my country. 

I have thus, my Lord, dedicated some few mo- 
ments, the first day of this new year, to send 
you, according to good old- custom, a present ; an 
humble one 1 confess it is, and that can have little 
pthcr value but what arises from the disposition of 
the sender. On that account, perhaps, it may not 
he altogether unacceptable ; for it is indeed an 
offering rather of the neart than the head : an effu* 
sion pf those sentiments which ~great merit, cpi- • 
ployed to the best parposc^ naturally creates. * 
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May you enjoy, my Lord, through the whole 
course of this and many more years, that sound 
health of mind and body which your important 
labours for the public so much want, and so justly 
merit } and may you soon have the satisfaction to 
see, what I know you so ardently wish, this de- 
structive war, however necessary on our past, con- 
cluded by a safe and lasting peace. Then, and not 
till then, all the noble arts, no less useful than 
ornamental to human life, and that now languish, 
tnay again flourish under the eye and encourage- 
ment of those few who think, • and feel as you do, 
for the advantage and honor of Great Britain. I 
am, with the sincerest atdehment, 

My Loro, 

Your most faithful humble servant. 


TO THE 

DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH. 

Your Grace has given leave, that these few 
poems should appear in the world under the pa- 
tronage of your name ; but this leave would have 
been refused, I know, had you expected to find 
your Own praises, however just, in arty pari of the 

• This dedication was prefixed by me Author to a small Cd* * 
tottuntothU PoApeNifcedtn 17& 
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prefect address. I do not say it, my Lord, in the 
style of commitment : genuine modesty, the com* 
panion and the grace of true merit, may be surely 
distinguished from the affectation of it ; as surely 
as the native glowing of a fine complexion from 
that artificial colouring which is used, in vain* to 
supply what nature had denied, or has resumed. 

Yet permit me just to hint, my Lord, while I 
restrain my pen from all enlargement, that if the 
fairest public character must be raised upon private 
virtue, as surely it must, your Grace has laid al- 
ready the securest foundation of the former in the 
latter : the eyes of mankind are therefore turned 
upon you, and from what you are known to have 
done in one way, they reasonably look for what- 
ever can be expected from a great and good man 
in the other. 

The" Author of these lighter amusements hopes 
soon to present your Grace with something more 
solid, more deserving your attention, in the life of 
the first Duke of Marlborough. 

You will then see that superior talents for war 
have been, though they rarely are, accompanied 
with equal abilities for negociation, and that the 
same extensive capacity which could guide all the 
tumultuous scenes of the camp knew how to direct, 
with equal skill, the calmer but more perplexing 
operations of the cabinet. 

• A work which has net yet appeared. 

VOJL f. A 
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In the mean-while, — that yoti may live to adorn 
the celebrated and difficult title you wear; that 
you may be, like him, the defender of your coun- 
try in days of public danger ; and in times of 
peace, what is perhaps less frequently found, the 
friend and patron of those useful and ornamental 
arts by which human nature is exalted, and human 
society rendered more happy ; this, my Lord, is 
respectfully the wish of 

Your Grace's 


Most obedient humble servant. 
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MISCELLANIES* 


Whose life, severely scann'd, transcends thy lays* 
For wit supreme is bat thy second praise : 10 

’Ti* thine, O Pope ; who chusc the better part, 
To tell how false, how vain the Scholiast's art. 
Which nor to taste, nor genius has pretence. 

And if *tis learning, is not common sense* 

In error obstinate, in wrangling loud, 

For trifles eager, positive, and proud ; 

Deep in the darkness of dull authors bred. 

With all their refuse lumber'd in his head. 

What every dunce from cv*ry dunghill drew 
Of literary offals, old or new, SO 

Forth steps at last the self*applauding wight. 

Of points and letters, chaff and straw, to write ; 
Sagely resolv'd to swell each bulky piece. 

With venerable toys from Rome and Greece i 
faow oft, in Homer, Paris curl'd his hair. 

If Aristotle's cap were round or square ; 

If in the cave where Dido first was sped. 

To Tyre she turn’d her heels, to Troy her head. 
Such the choice anecdotes, profound and vain. 
That store a Bentley's and a Barman's brain : 30 
Hence Plato quoted, or the Stagyrite, 

To provp that flame ascends, and Snow is white; 
Hence much hard study without sense pr breeding, 
And all the grave impertinence of reading, 

{f Shakespeare says the noon-day sun is bright, 

His Scholiast will remark ; it then was light. 

Turn Caxton, Winkin, each old Goth, and Hun^ 
To rectify the reading of a pun. 
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Thus nicely trifling, accurately dull, 

How one may toil, and toil — to be a fool ! 40 

But is there then no honor due to age ? 

No rev’rence to great Shakespeare’s noble page ? 
And he who half a life has read him o’er, 

His mangled points and commas to restore, 

Meets he such slight regard in nameless lays, 
Whom Bufa treats, and Lady Would-be pays P 
Pride of his own, and wonder of this age, 

Who first created and yet rules the stage, 

Bold to design, all-pow’rful to express, 
Shakespeare each passion drew in ev’ry dress : 50 
Great above rule, and imitating none, 

Rich without borrowing, Nature was his own; 
Yet is his sense debas’d by gross allay, 

As gold in mines lies mix’d with dirt and clay. 
Now eagle-wing’d, his heav’nward flight he takes, 
The big stage thunders, and the soul awakes ; 
Now low, on earth, a kindred reptile creeps. 

Sad Hamlet quibbles, and the hearer sleeps. 

Such was the Poet ; next the Scholiast view ; 
Faint through the coloring, yet the features true. 60 
Condemn’d to dig and dung a barren soil, 
Where hardly tares will grow with care and toil, 
He with slow ihdustry goes gleaning on 
From good, from bad, from mean, neglecting none ; 
Hi* brother book- worm, so' in shelf or stall, 

WiTl feed alike on Wool’ston and on Paul. 

By living clients hopeless ndw of bread, 

He pettyfogs a scrap from authors dead : 
b 3 
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See him on Shakespeare pore, intent to steal 
Poor farce, by fragments, for a thirdly meal. 70 
Such that grave bird in northern seas il found 
Whose name a Dutchman only knows to sound. 
Where’er the king of fish moves on before, 

This humble friend attendi from shore to shore : 
With eye still earnest, and with bill inclin’d, 

He picks up what his patron drops behind, 

With those choice cates his palate to regale, 

And is the careful Tibbald of a whale.* 

Bless'd Genius ! who henows his toil and pains. 
On each dull passage each dull book contains ; 80 
The toil more grateful as the task more low : 

So carrion is the quarry of a crow. 

Where his fam’d author** page is flat and poor. 
There most exact the reading to restore 3 
By dint of plodding and by sweat of face 
A bull to change, a blunder to ; 

Whatc'cr is refuse critically gleazxn^ 

And mending nonsense into doubtful ffeanrng. 

For this dread Dennis (and who can forbear, 

Dunce or not dunce, relating it, to stare §** 90 

* This, remarkable bird ia called the -StruudWager. Here 
you sec how he procures his food j ami the same author from 
whom this account is taken, tells usikrther how he comes by 
bis drink. You may see him, adds the Dutchman, tawuently 
pursuing a sort of sea-mew, called Kulge-Gebef, whom hc tot™, 
menu incessantly to make him void *n4Mervment,wM6ht beings 
liquid, serves him, 1 imagine far drink. See 4 
Voyages to the No*4k. T 

+ Qnls talia fando 

Mynnidoaifm, Dolopumve, 4 C * Fftig. 
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Hi s head, though jealous, and his years fourscore, 
Ev'n Dennis praises, who ne'er prais'd before ; 

For this the Scholiast claims his share of fame, 
And, modest, prints hi sown with Shakespeare's name: 
How justly, Pope ! m this short story view, 
Which may be dull, and therefore should be true. 

A prelate, fam'd for clearing each dark text, 
Who sense with sound and truth with rbet'ric mixt, 
Once, as his moving theme to rapture warm'd, 
Inspir'd himself, his happy bearers charm'd. 100 
The sermon o'er, the crowd remain'd behind. 

And freely man or woman spoke their mind ; 

All said they lik'd the lecture from their soul. 
And eaehrememb'ring something, prais'd the whole. 
At last an honest sexton join'd the throng, 

(For as the theme was large their talk was long) 

* Neighbours (he cry'd) my conscience bids me tell 

* Tho* 'twastbe Doctor preach'd— 1 toll'd the bell.' 

In this the critic’s folly most is shewn : 

Is there a genius all unlike his own, 110 

With learning elegant, with wit well-bred, 

Anch as in books, is men and manners read ? 
Himself, with poring erudition blind, 

Unknowing, m unknown, of hmnin.kind, 

That writer he selects, with aukwtrd aim. 

His sense at once -to snimk and to maim. 

So Florio is a Fop with half a note ; 

So fat West-lndian planters dress as beaus: 

4 tafcefhu Deitteatie* of bis remark* an the Duociad to Ur. 
Lewis Theobald. 
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Thus gay Petronius was a Dutchman’s choice, 1 19 
And Horace, strange to say! tun’d Bentley’s voice. 

Horace, whom all the Graces taught to please. 
Mix’d mirth with morals, eloquence with ease; 

His genius social as his judgment clear, 

When frolic prudent, smiling when severe; 

Secure each temper and each taste to hit, 

His was the curious happiness of wit : 

Skill’d in that noblest science, how to live, 

Which learning may direct, but Heav’n must give; 
Grave with Agwppa, with Mecsenas gay ; 

Among the fair but just as wise as they ; 1 30 

First in the friendships of the great enroll’d. 

The St. Johns, Boyles, and Lyttletons, of old. 

WhileBentley long to wrangling schools confin’d, 
And but by books acquainted with mankind. 

Dares in the fulness of the pedant’s pride 
Rhyme, though no genius, though no judge, decide; 
Yet he, prime pattern of the art, 

Qunibbalding poor Tibbald, tops hts jpart; 

Holds high the scourge o’er each fam’d author’s bead, 
Nor are their graves a refuge for the dead : 140 

To Milton lending sense, to Horace wit,' 

He makes them write what never poet writ ; 

The Roman muse arraigns ,h \& mangling pen, 

And Paradise by him is lost agem* 

• This facacloys Scholiast is pleased to create an imaginary 
editor of Milton, who, 1 he says, by his blunders, interpolations, 
and vile alterations, lost Paradise a second time. This is a pout* 
tu latum which surely none of his readers can hayp'the heart $o. 
deny him, because otherwise he would have wanted a lair op- - 
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Such was his doom impos'd by Heav'n's decree, 
With ears that ear not, eyes that shall not see, 

The low to swell, to leaol the sublime. 

To blast all beauty, and beprose all rhyme. 

Great eldest-born of Dulness 1 blind and bold. 
Tyrant ; more cruel than Procrustes old, 150 
Who to his iron-bed by torture fits 
Their nobler part, the souli of suff'ring wits. 

Such is the man who heaps his head with bays, 
And calls on human kind to sound his praise. 

For points transplac'd with curious want of skill, 
For flatten'd sounds and sense amended ill. 

So wise Caligula, in days of yore. 

His Helmet fill'd with pebbles on the shore. 

Swore he had rifl'd ocean's richest spoils, 

And claim'd a trophy for his martial toils. 160 
Y$X be his merits with his faults contest ; 
Fair-dealing, as the plainest, is the best. 

Long lay the critic's work with trifles stor'd, 
Admir'd in Latin, but in Greek ador'd. 

Meq so well read, who confidently wrote. 

Their readers could have sworn were men of note. 
To pass upon the crowd for great or rare, 

Aim not to snake them knowing, make them stare. 
For these blind votaries good Bentley griev'd, 

Writ English notes— and mankind undeceiv'd; 170 

portanjty a i calling Milton himself, in the person of this phan- 
tom, toot, ignorant, ideot, and, the like critical compellariona, 
which he plimtifaUy bestows on him. But though He had no 
tante in poetry, he vu otherwise a man of very considerable 
abilities, and of great erudition. 



In such clear light the serious folly plac’d, 
fcv’n thou, Browne Willis ! thou may's! see the Jest, 
But what can cure our vanity of mind, 

Deaf to reproof, and to discov’ry blind ? 

Let Brooke a brother-scholiast Shakespeare call, 
Tibbald to Hesiod-Cooke returns the ball. 

So runs the circle still : in this we see 
The lackies of the great and learn’d agree. 

If Britain's nobles mix in high debate, 

Whence Europe, in suspence, attends her fate, 1 8 6 
In mimic session their grave footmen meet, 
Reduce an army, or equip a fleet, 

And, rivalling the critic's lofty style, 

Mere Tom and Dick are Stanhope and Argyle. 

Yet those whom pride and dulness join to blind, 
To narrow care* in narrow space confin’d, 

Though with big titles each his feilo.w greets, 

Are but to wits as scavengers to streets ; 

The humble blackguards of a Pope or Gay, 

To brush off dust, and wipe their spots away. 190 
Or, if not trivial, harmful t* their art ; 

Fume to the head, or poison to the heart. 

Where ancipnf authors hint at things obscene, 
The Scholiast speaks out broadly whiskey mean. 
Disclosing each dark vice, well lost to fame, 

And adding fuel to redundant flame, 

He, sober pimp to Lechery, explains 
What Capreae's isle or V *'s alcove contains ; 
Why Paulus,.for his sordid semper known, 

Wat lavish to his father's wife alone 
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Wl|y those fond female visits duly paid 
To tuneful Iiicuba, and what her trade j 
How modem love has made so many martyrs. 

And which keeps oft’nest Lady C* or Chartres. 

But, who their various follies can explain ? 

The tale is. infinite, the task were vain. 

’Twere to read new-year odes in search of thought, 
To sum the libels Pryn or Withers wrote ; 

To guess, ere one epistle* saw the light, 
Howmaoy dunces met and clubb’d their mite ; 210 
To vouch for truth what Welsted prints of Pope, 
Or from the brother boobies st^al a trope, 

That be the part of persevering Wasse,+ 

With pen of lead ; or Arnal ! thine of Brass ; 

A text for Henley, or a gloss for Hearne, 

Who loves to teach what no man cares to learn. 

How little knowledge reaps from toils like these 
Too doubtful to direct, too poor to please. 

Yet, Critics ! would your tribe deserve a name, 
And, fairly useful, rise to honest fame, 220 
First from the head a load of lumber move, 

And from the volume all yourselves approve : 

For patch’d and pilfer’d fragments give us sense, 
Or learning, clear from learn’d impertinence, 

• See i poem published some time ago under that title, said to 
be the production of several mgsnious and prolific heads, one 
contributing a simHe, another a character, and a certain gentle- 
man four shrewd lines, wholly made up of asterisks. 

+ See the Preface to his edition of Sallust; and read, if you are 
able, the Scoiia of sixteen annotators by him collected; besides 
his own 
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Vfikcrt moral meaning or where taste presides* 
And wit enlivens but what reason guides ; 

Great without swelling, without meanness plain, 
Serious not silly, sportive but not vain ; 

On trifles slight, on things of use profound, 

In quoting sober, and in judging sound. $39 


CUPID AND HYMEN, 

OR 

THE WEDDING DAY. 

T he rising morn serenely still, 

Had brightening spread o’er vale and hill. 

Not those loose beams that wanton play 
To light the mirth of giddy May, 

Nor such red heats as bum the plain 
In ardent Summer’s fev’rish reign. 

But rays all equal, soft, and sober. 

To suit the second of October, 

To suit the pair whose Wedding-day 
This sun now gilds with annual ray. 

Just then where our gopd-natur’d Thames is 
Some four short miles above St. James’s, 

And deigns with silver-streaming wave 
Th* abodes of earth-born Pride so lave, 

Aloft in air two gods wore searing. 

While Putney cits beneath by snoring. 
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Plung’d deep in dreams of ten per cent* 

On sums to their dear country lent; 

Two gods of no inferior fame, 

Whom ancient wits with rev'rence name, 20 
Though wiser modems much disparage—* 

I mean the gods of Love and Marriage. 

But Cupid first, his wit to show, 

Assuming a mere modern beau, 

Whose utmost aim is idle mirth. 

Look’d — just as coxcombs look on earth : 

Then rais’d his chin, then cock’d his hat, 

To grace this common-place chit-chat. 

1 How 1 on the wing by break of dawn, 

4 Dear brother!* — there he forc’d a yawn ; SO 
4 To tell men sunk, in sleep profound, 

4 They must ere night be gagg’d and bound ! 

4 Who having once put on thy chain, 

* ’Tis odds may ne’er sleep sound again. 

* So say the wits, but wiser folks 

4 Still marry, and contemn their jokes : 

4 They know each better bliss is thine, 

4 Pure nectar, genuine from the vine ! 

4 And Love’s own band that nectar pours, 

4 Which never fails nor ever sours ; 40 

4 Well, be it so : yet there are fools 
4 Who dare demur to formal rules : 

4 Who laugh profanely at their betters, 

4 And find no freedom plac’d in fetters; 

4 But, well or ill, jogon through life 

* Without that sov’reign htfss, a wife. 

Vol. i. c 
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* Leave these at least, these sad dogs, free 
1 To stroll with Bacchus and with me, 

4 And sup in Middlesex or Surrey 

* On coarse cold beef and Fanny Murray.* 50 

Thus Cupid— and with such a leer, 

You would have sworn *twas Ligonier ; 

While Hymen soberly reply*d, 

Yet with an air of conscious pride ; 

‘ Just come from yonder wretched scene, 

4 Where all is venal, false, and mean, 

4 (Looking on London as he .spoke) 

4 I marvel not at tby dull joke : 

4 Nor in such cant to hear thee vapour, 

* Thy quiver lin*d with South-Sea paper ; 60 

4 Thine arrows feathered at the tail 

4 With India bonds for hearts on sale ; 

4 Their other ends too, as is meet, 

4 Tipp’d with gold points from Lombard-street: 

4 But could’st thou for a moment quit 
4 These airs of fashionable wit, 

4 And re«assome thy nobler name — 

4 Look that way, where I turn my flame — 

He said and held his torch inclin’d, 

Which, pointed so, still brighter shin’d—- 70 
4 Behold yon couple, arm in arm, 

4 Whom I, eight years, have known to charm, 

* And while they wear my willing chains, 

4 A god dares swear that neither feigns. 

4 This morn, that bound their mutual vow, 

* That bless’d them first and blesses now, 
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1 7 hry grateful hail ; and from the soul 

* Wish thousands o’er both heads may roll, 

4 TiJl from life's banquet either guest 

4 Embracing may retire to rest. 80 

4 Come then, all raill’ry laid aside, 

4 Let tins their day serenely glide ; 

4 With mine thy serious aim unite, 

4 And both some proper guests invite, 

4 That not one minute’s running sand 
4 May find their pleasures at a stand.* 

At this severe and sad rebuke, 

Knottgh to make a coxcomb puke, 

Poor Cupid, blushing, shrugg’d and winc’d, 

Not yet consenting though convinc'd ; 90 

For 'tis your witling’s greatest terror, 

Ev’n when he feels, to own his error ; 

Yet with a look of arch grimace 
He took his penitential face; 

Said 4 ’Twas perhaps the surer way 

* To give your grave good souls their way; 

* That as true humour was grown scarce, 

4 lie chose to see a sober farce ; 

4 For of all cattle and all fowl 
4 Your solemn-looking ass and owl 
4 Rais’d much more mirth he durst aver it, . 

4 Than those jack-puddings, pug and parrot 
He said> and eastward spread his wing. 

From London some few friends to brings 
His brother too, with sober cheer, 

For the same end did westward steer ; 

c 2 



MISCELLANIES. 


is 

But first a pensive love Forlorn, 

Who three long weeping years has borne 
Hia torch revers’d, and all around, 

Where once it flam’d with cypress bound, 110 
Sent off to call a neighb’ring friend, 

On whom the mournful train attend ; 

And bid him, this one day, at leas|, 

For such a pair at such a feast, 

Strip off the sable veil and wear, 

His onee-gay look and happier air. 

But Hymen, speeding forward still. 

Observ’d a man on Richmond-hill,* 

Who now first tries a country life. 

Perhaps to fit him for a wife ; 120 

Bnt though not much on this he reckon’d, 

The passing god look’d in and beckon'd ; 

He knows him rich in social merit, 

With independent taste and spirit, 

Though he will laugh with men of whim, 

For fear such men should laugh at him. 

But, lo ! already on his way, 

In due observance of the Hay, 

A friend and fav’rite of tbe Nine, 

Who can, but seldom cares to shine, 190 

And one sole virtue would arrive at— 

T6 keep his many virtues private ; 

Who tends well pleas’d, yet as by stealth, 

His lov'd companions, Ease and Health ; 


* A. Mitchel, Esq. Minister at the Court of Pruaai* 
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Or in lus garden-, barring out 
The noise of ev’ry ncighb’nng rout, 

At pensive hour of eve and prime 
Marks how the various hand of l ime 
Now feeds and rears, now starves and slaughters, 
IIis vegetable sons and daughters. 140' 

While these are on their way, behold I 
Dan Cupid, from his London-fold 
First seeks and sends his new Lord Warden* 

Of all the nymphs in Covcnt-Garden ; 

Biave as the sword he wears in fight, 

Sincere, and briefly in the right, 

Whom never minister or king 
Saw meanly cringing in their nng. 

A second see ! of special note, 

Plump Comusf in a col’nel’s coat, 150 

Whom we this day expect from far, 

A jolly first-rate man of war, 

On whom we boldly dare repose, 

To meet our friends or meet our foes. 

Or comes a brother in his stead ? 

Strong-body’d too, and strong of head. 

Who, in whatever path he goes. 

Still looks right on before bis nose, 

* The late General Skelton. He had just then parcl^taed £ 
house in Henrietia-street. 

+ The late Colonel Caroline Scott, who, though txtKimtjr 
corpulent, was uncommonly active ; and who, to much 
apiiit, and bravarv, as an officer, joined the greatest gent ten e?» 
of manners as a companion and friend. He died a sacrifice t0 
the public in the service of the Eatt-lodia Company, at Bengal, 
in the year 1755. 

c 3 
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find holds it little less than treason 

To baulk his stomach or his reason: 160 

True to his mistress and his meat, 

He eats to love and loves to eat. 

Last comes a virgin— pray admire her ) 

Cupid himself attends to squire her: 

A welcome guest ! we much had miss’d her, 

For *tis our Kitty, or his sister. 

But,' Cupid 1 let no knave or fool 
Snap up this 4amb to shear her wool ; 

No Teague of that unblushing band 
qpiai landed, or about to land ; 170 

Thieves from the womb, and tsain’d at nurse 
To steal an heiress or a purse : 

No scraping, saving, saucy cit, 

Sworn foe of breeding, worth, and wit ; 

No half-form’d insect of a peer, 

With neither land nor conscience dear, 

Who if he can, *tis all he can do, 

Just spell the motto on his landau*; 

From all, from each of these defend fser, 

But thou and Hymen both befriend her ISO 
With truth, taste, honor, in a mate, 

And much good sense, and some estate. 

But now, suppose th* assembly met, 

And round the table cordial set, 

While in fair order, to their wish, 

Plain neatness sends up ev’ry dish, 

And Pleasure at the sideboard standc, 

A nec car’d goblet in his bauds, 
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To pour libations, in due measure, 

As reason wills, when join’d with pleasure — 190 
Let these white moments all be gay, 

Without one cloud of dim allay; 

In ev’ry face let joy be seen, 

As Truth sincere, as Hope serene ; 

Let Friendship, Love, and Wit, combine 
To flavor both the meat and wine 
With that rich relish to each sense 
Which they, and they alone, dispense ; 

Let Music, too, their mirth prolong, 

With warbled air and festive song; 2# 

Then when at eve the star of Love 
Glows with soft radiance from above, 

And each companionable guest 
Withdraws replenish'd not opprest, 

Let each, well pleas'd, at parting say— 

My life be such a Wedding-day ! 



THE EXCURSION * 

A POEM 

IN TWO CANTOS. 


CONTENTS, — CAN! O I, 

INVOCATION, addressed to Fancy. Subject proposed. A 
short excursive survey of the earth and hetvens The Poem 
opens with a description of the face of Nature in the different 
scenes of morning, sunrise, noon, with a thunder-sioim, even- 
ing, night, and a particular night-piece, with tbe character of 
a friend deceased. 

Ith (he return of morning Fancy continues her excuisiOn, ‘first 
Northward —A view Of the Arcficeontinent and the deserts of 
Tartan. — from thence southward: a general prospect of the 
globe, followed bv another of the midland paitof luropr, sup- 
pose Italy. A city there ujion the point of being swallowed 
up by an earthquake : signs that usher it in ; descril ed m 
its causes and effects at length — Fruption of a burning moun- 
tain, happening at the same time, and from the same causes 
likewise ue k< ' r 'h*-d. 

CANTO II, 

Contains, on the same plan, a survey of the solar system, and of 
, the fixed sura. 


CANTO I. 

Companion of the Muse, creative pow’r, 
Imagination ! at whose great command 
Arise unnumber'd images of things, 

Thy hourly* offspring thou who cans’t at will 


• Thip poem is among the author’s earliest performance*. 
Whether the writing maj , in some degree, atone for the irregu- 
larity of the composition, which he confesses, and does not even 
attempt to excuse, is submitted entirely to the candor of the 
reader. 
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People with air-bom shapes the silent wood 
And solitary vale, thy own domain, 

Where Contemplation haunts ; oh ! come invok’d, 
To waft me on thy many-tinctur’d wing 
O’er earth’s extended space ; and thence, on high, 
Spread to superior worlds thy bolder flight, 1 0 
Excursive unconfin’d ; hence from the haunts 
Of vice and folly, vanity and man — 

To yon expanse of plain, where Truth delights. 
Simple of heart, and hand in hand with her 


Where blameless virtue walks. Nowparting Spring. 
Parent of beauty and of song, has left ' 

His mantle, flow’r-embroider’d, on the ground, 
While Summer laughing comes, and bids the Months 
Crown his prime season with their choicest stores, 
Fresh roses op’nrng to the solar ray, 20 


And fruits slow-swelling on the loaded bough. 

Here let me Frequent roam, preventing morn. 
Attentive to the cock, whose early throat, 

Heard from the distant village in the vale, 

Crows cheerly out, far sounding through the gloom: 
Night hears from where, wide hov’ring in mid-sky, 
She rules the sable hour, and calls her train, 


Of visionary fears, the shrouded ghost, 

The dream distressful, and th* incumbent hag, 
That rise to fancy’s eye in horrid forms, 30 

While reason slumb’ring ties : at once they fly. 

As shadows pass, nor is their path beheld. 

And now, palc-glimm’ringort the verge of heaven, 
F/om east to north, in doubtful twilight seen, 
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A whit'ning lustre shoots its tender beam, 

While shade and silence yet involve the ball : 
Now sacred Morn, ascending, smiles serene 
A dewy radiance, bright’ning o’er the world : 

Gay daughter of the Air for ever young, 

For ever pleasing, lo ! she onward comts, 40 
In fluid gold arid azure loose array'd, 

Sun-tinctur’d, changeful hues : at her approach, 

1 he western gray of yonder breaking clouds, 

S low-re ddens into flame ; the rising mists, 

From off the .mountain’s brow, roll blue away 
^In curling spires, and open all his woods, 

High waving in the sky; th* uncolor’d stream, 
J5eneath her flowing ray translucent shines i 
Glad Nature feels her through her boundless realms 
Of life and sense, and calls forth all her sweets, 50 
Fragrance and song : from each unfolding flow'r 
Transpires the balm of life that Zephyr wafts, 
Delicious on his rosy wing : eacli bird, 

Or high in air or secret in the shade, 

Rejoicing warbles wild his matin hymn, 

While beasts of chace, by secret instinct mov’d, 
Scud o'er the lawns, and, plunging into night, 

In brake or caverns slumber out the day. 

Invited by the cheerful Morn abroad, 

See, from his humble roof, the good man cotrtes 60 
To taste her freshness, and improve her rise 
In holy musing : Rapture in his eye 
And kneeiing wonder speak his silent soul 
With gratitude o'erObwing, and with praise ! 
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' Now Industry is up: the village pours 
Her useful sons abroad to various toil ; 

The lab’rer here with ev’ry instrument, 

Of future plenty arm’d, and there the swain, 

A rural king amid his subject flocks, 

Whose blcatings wake the vocal hills afar, 70 
The traveler, too, pursues his early road 
Among the dews of morn. Aurora calls, 

And all the living landscape moves around. 

But see, the flush’d horizon flames intense 
With vivid red, in rich profusion stream’d 
O’er heav*n’s pure arch. At once the clouds aisume 
Their gayest liv’ries ! these with silv’ry beams, 
Fring’d lovely, splendid those in liquid gold, 

And speak their sov’reign’s state. He comes; behold ! 
Fountain of light and color, warmth and life! 80 
The King of Glory ! round his head divine 
Diffusive show 1 ** 1 of radiance circling flow, 

As o'er the Indian wave up-rising fair ' 

He looks abroad On Nature, and invests. 

Where’er his universal eye surveys, 

Her ample bosom, earth, air, sea, and sky, 

In one bright robe with heav’nly tinctures gay. 

From this hoar hill, that climbs above the plain 
Half-way up heav’n ambitious, brown with woods 
Of broadest shade, and terrac’d round with walks 90 
Winding and wijd, that deep c mho w’ ring rise 
Maze above maze, through all its shelter’d height, 
From hence th* aerial concave without doud. 
Translucent, and in purest-azure dress'd ; 
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The boundless scene beneath, hill, dale, and plain * 
Th’ precipice pbrupt ; the distant deep, 

Ityhose shores remurmur to the sounding surge; 

? *he nearest forest in wide circuit spread, 
olemn recess, whose solitary walks 


Fair truth and wisdom love; the bord’ring lawn 100 
With flocks and herds enrich'd ; the daisy'd vale ; 
The rivers crystal, and the meadows green— 
Grateful diversity ! allure the eye 
Abroad to rove amid ten thousand charms. 


These scenes where ev'ry Virtue, ev’ry Muse, 
Delighted range, serene the soul, and lift. 

Borne on Devotion’s wing, beyond the pole, 

To highest bcav’n her thought ; to Nature’s God, 
First source of all things lovely, all things good, 
Eternal, infinite! before whose throne;, 110 
Sits sov’rejgn Bounty, and through heav’n and earth 
Careless diffuses plentiude of bli^s ; 

Him all things own ; he speaks, and it is day : 
Obedient to his nod, alternate night 
Obscures the worfti : the seasons at his call 
Succeed in train, and lead the year around. 

While reaspn thus and rapture fity the heart. 
Friends of mankind,good angels, hov’ring near, 
Their hol/Snflucnce, deep-infusing, lend, 

And in still whispers, soft as Zephyr’s breath ISO 
When scarce the grdet^eaf trembles, through her 
pow’rs 

Inspire npwvigour, purer light supply, 

And kindle ev’ry virtue into tlamc* 
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Celestial intercourse ! superior bliss, 

Which Vice ne’er knew ! health of th* enliven’d soul. 
And heav’n on eirth begun ! Thus, ever fix’d 
In solitude, may I, obscurely safe, 

Deceive mankind, and steal through life along 
As slides the foot of Time, unmark’d, unknown. 

Exalted to his noon the fervent sun, 130 

Full-blazing o’er the blue immense, bums out 
With fierce effulgence. Now th’ cmbow’ring maze 
Of vale sequester’d or the fir crown’d side 
Of airy mountain, whence with lucid lapse, 

Falls many a dew-fed stream, invites the step 
Of musing poet and secures repose 
To weary pilgrim. In the flood of day 
Oppressive brightness deluging the world, 

Sick nature pants : and from the cleaving earth 
Light vapors, undulating through the air, 140 
Contagious fly, engend’ring dire disease. 

Red plague and fever, or in fogs aloft 
Condensing, shew a ruffling tempest nigh^ 

And see, exhaling from th* Atlantic surge. 
Wild world of waters ! distant clouds ascend 
In vap'ry confluence, deepening cloud on cloud, 
Then rolling dust along to east and north, 

As the blast bears them on his humid wing, 

Draw total night and tempest o’er the noon. 

Lo 1 bird and beast, impress’d by Nature’s band, 150 
In homeward warnings through each feeling nerve 
Haste from the hour of terror and of storm. 

The Thunder now, from forth his cloudy shrine, 

MALLETT- JS 
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Amid conflicting elements, where Dread 
.Atad Death attend, the servants of his nod, 

First in deaf murmurs sounds the deep alarm, 
Heard from afar, awak’ning awfuf thought. 

Dumb shdness fills this nether world ; the gloom 
With double blackness lours ; the tempest swells 
And expectation shakes the heart of man. 160 

Where yonder clouds in dusky depth extend 
Broad o’er the south, fermenting in their womb, 
Pregnant with fate, the fiery tempest swells, 
Sulphuieous steam and nitron*, late exhal’d 
Irom mine or unctuous soil ; and, lo! at once, 
Forth darted in slant stream, the ruddy flash, 
Quick glancing, spreads a moment’s horrid day. 
Again 11 flames expansi\e, sheets the sky, 

Wide and more wide, with mournful light-around. 
On all sides burning; now the face of things 170 
Disclosing, swallow’d now in tenfold night 
Again the Thundei’s voice, with pealing roar, 
From cloud to cloud continuous roll’d along. 
Amazing bursts! Air, sea, and shore, resound : 
Hoiror sits shudd’ring in the felon-breast, 

And feels the deathful flash before it flies i 
Each sleeping sin, excited, starts to view, 

And all is storm within. The murd'rer, pale 
With conscious guilt, though hid in deepest shade, 
Hears and flics wild, pursu’d by all his fears, 180 
And sees the bleeding shadow of the slain 
Rise hideous glaring on him through the gloom. 

Hark ! through th’ aerial vault the storm, inflam’d, 
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Comes nearer, hoarselv loud, abrupt and fierce. 
Peal hurl’d on peal incessant, burst on burst ; 

Torn from its base, as if the gen’ral frame 
Were tumbling into chaos — There it fell, 

With 'whirlwind wing, in red ditlusion flash’d : 
Destruction marks its path. Yon’ riven oak 
Is hid in smould’nng fires; surpris’d beneath 190- 
The traveller lll-omen’d prostiate falls, 

A livid corse. Yon cottage flames to heav’n. 

And in its farthest cell, to which the hour, 

All horrible, had sped their steps, behold ! 

The parent breathless lies, her orphan babes 
ShuddYing and speechless round — O Pow’r divine ' 
Whose will, unerring, points the bolt of Fate, 

Thy hand, though terrible, shall man decide 
If punishment or mercy dealt the blow ? 

App eas’d at last, the tumult of the skies 200 
Subsides, the thunder’s falling roar is hush’d ; 

At once the clouds fly scatt’ring, and the sun 
Breaks out with boundless splendor o’er the world. 
Parent of light and joy ! to all things he 
New life restores, and from each drooping field 
Draws the redundant rain, in climbing mists 
Fast-rising to his ray, till ev’ry flow’r 
Lift up its head, and Nature smiles reviv’d. 

At first 'tis awful silence over all, 

From sense of late felt-danger, till confirm’d, 210 
In grateful chorus mixing, beast and bird 
Rejoice aloud to heav’n: on either hand 
The woodlands warble, and the vallies low. 
d 2 
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So pass the songful hours. And now the sun, 
Declin’d, hangs verging on the western main, 
Whose fluctuating bosom, blushing red, 

The space of many seas beneath his eye, 

Heaves in soft swellings murm’ring to the shore : 

A circling glory glows around his disk 
Of milder beams : part, streaming o’er the sky, 220 
Inflame the distant azure ; part below 
In level lines shoot through the waving wood. 
Clad half in light and half in pleasing shade, 

That lengthens o’er the lawn. Yon’ ev’ning clouds, 
Lucid or dusk, with flamy purple edg’d, 
float in gay pomp the blue horizon round, 
Amusive, changeful, shifting into shapes 
Of visionary beauty, antique tow’rs 
With shadowy domes and pinnacles adorn’d, 

Or hills of white extent, that rise and sink 230 
As sportful fancy lists; till late the sun 
From human eye, behind earth’s shading orb, 
Total withdrawn, th’ aerial landscape fades. 

Distinction fails, and in the daTk’nmg west 
The last light, quiv’ring, dimly dies away. 

And now th’ illusive flame oft’ seen at eve 
Upborne and blazing cm the light-\ving’d gale, 
Glides o’er the lawn, betok’ning Night’s approach; 
Am mg awful o’er the eastern sky, 

Onward she comes with silent step and slow', 240 
Jn her biowu mantle wrapt, and brings along 
The still, the mild, the melancholy hour, 

^.nd Meditation, with his eye on hcav’n, 
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Musing in sober mood, of time and life, 

That fly with unreturning wing away 
To that dark world, untravell’d and unknown, 
Eternity 1 through desert ways t walk, 

Or to the cypress-grove, at twilight shunn’d 
By passing swains. The chill breeze murmurs low, 
And the boughs rustle round me w here I stand, 250 
With fancy all arous’d. — Ear on the left 
Shoots up a shapeless rock of dusky height, 

The raven’s haunt, and down its woody steep 
A dashing flood in headlong torrent hurls 
His sounding waters ; white on evVy cliff 
Hangs the light foam, and sparkles through the 
gloom. 

Behind me rises huge a rev’rcnd pile 
Sole on this blasted heath, a place of tombs. 
Waste, desolate, where Ruin dreary dwells : 
Brooding o’er sightless sculls and crumbling bones 
Ghastful he sits, and eyes with stedfast glare 261 
(Sad trophies of his pow’r where ivy twines 
Its fatal green around) the falling roof, 

The time-shook arch, the column grey with moss. 
The leaning wall, the sculptur’d stone defac’d. 
Whose monumental flatt’iy mix’d with dust, 

Now hides the name it vainlv meant to raise. 

All is dead silence, here, and undisturb’d, 

Save what the wind sighs, and the wailing owl 
Screams solitary to the mournful moon, 270 
Gliinm’ring her western ray through yonder aisle, 
D 3 
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Where the sad spirit walks with shadowy foot 
His wonted round, or lingers o’er his grave. 

Hail, midnight shades 1 hail venerable Dome! 

By age more venerable ; sacred sfyore, 

Beyond Time’s troubled sea, where never wave, 
Where never wind of passion or of guilt, 

Of suff’ring or of sorrow, shall invade 
The calm sound night of those who rest below : 
The weary are at peace; the small and great, 280 
Life’s voyage ended, meet and mingle here ; 

Here sleeps the pris’ner safe, nor feels his chaip, 
Nor hears th* oppressors voice. The poor and old f 
With all the sons of Mourning, fearless now 
Of warn or woe» find unalarm’d repose. 

Proud Greatness, too, the tyranny of pow’r. 

The grace of beauty, and the force of youth, 

And name and place, are here — for ever lost r 
But, at near distance on the moulding wall 
Behold a monument, with emblem grac’d, 290 
And fair inscription, where with head declin’d, 

And folded arms, the virtues weeping round 
Lean o’er a beauteous youth who -dies below. 
Thyrsis — ’tis he ! the wisest and the best 1 
Lamented Shade ! whom ev’ry gift of Heav’n 
Profusely bless’d ; all learning was his own ; 
Pleasing his speech, by Nature taught to flow, 
Persuasive sense and strong, sincere and clear : 

His manners greatly plain : a noble grace, 
Self-taught beyond tbe reach of mimic Art, 300 
Adorn’d him : his calm temper winning mild ; 
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Nor pity softer, nor was Truth more bright : 
Constant in doing well, he neither sought 
Nor shunn’d applause. No bashful merit sigh’d 
Near him ncgletted ; sympathizing, he 
Wip’d off the tear from Sorrow’s clouded eye 
With kindly hand, and taught her heart to smile, 
’Tis morning, and the sun his welcome light 
Swift from beyond dark ocean’s orient stream, 
Casts through the air, renewing Nature’s face 310 
With heav’n-born beauty: o’er her ample breast, 
O’er sea and shore, light Fancy speeds along 
Quick as the darted beam from pole to pole, 
Excursive traveller. Now beneath the north, 
Alone with Winter in his inmost realm, 

Region of horrors ! here amid the roar 
Of winds and waves, the drifted turbulence 
Of hail-mix’d snows, resides th’ ungenial pow’r 
For ever silent, shiv’ring and forlorn ! 

From Zembla’s cliffs on to the straights surmis’d 320 
Of Anian eastward, where both worlds oppose 
Their shores contiguous, lies the polar-sea, 

One glitt’ring waste of ice, and on the mom 
Casts cold a cheerless light. Lo ! hills of snow, 
Hill behind hill, and Alp on Alp, ascend, 

Pil’d up from eldest age, and to the sun 
Impenetrable, rising from afar 
In misty prospect dim, as if on air 
Each floating hill, an azure range of clouds : 

Yet here, ev’n here, in this disastrous clime, 33& 
Horrid and harbourlcss where all life dies, 
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Adventurous mortals urg’d bv thirst of gain, 
Through floating isles of ice and fighting storms, 
Roam the wild waves in search of doubtful shores, 
By west or east, a path yet unexplor’d. 

Hence eastward to the Tartar's cruel coast, 

By utmost ocean wash’d, on whose last wave 
The blue sky lean’s her breast, diffus’d immense 
In solitary length the Desert lies 
Where desolation keeps his empty court: 340 

No bloom of spring o’er all the thirsty vast, 

Not spiry grass, is found, but sands instead 
In steril hills, and rough rocks rising gray. 

A land of fears ! where visionary forms 
Of grisfy spectres from air, flood, and file, 

Swarm, andjbefore them speechless -Horror stalks! 
Here, night by night, beneath the starless dusk, 

1 1m* secret hag^rnl soicercr unbless’d 
Their Sabbath hold, and potent spells compose. 
Spoils of the violated grave ; and now, 350 
Late, at the hour that severs night from mom, 
When sleep has silenc’d cv’ry thought of man, 
They to their revels fall, infernal throng! 

And as they mix ui ending dance, or turn 
i o the four winds of heav'p with haggard gaze, 
Shot streaming from the bosom of the north, 
Op’ning the hollow gloom, red meteors blaze, 

To lend them light, and distant thunders roll, 
Heaid in low murmurs through the low’xing sky. 

From these sad scenes, the waste abodes of Death, 
Vs nil deuous wing to fairei climes remote 361 
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Southward I stray, where Caucasus in view, 
Bulwark of nations, in broad eminence 
Upheaves from realm to realm a hundred hills, 
On from the Caspian to the Euxine stretch’d, 
Pale-ght’ring with eternal snows to heav’n. 

From this chill steep, which midnight’s highest 
shades 

Scarce climb to darken, rough with murmuring woods, 
Imagination travels with quick eye 
Unbounded o’er the globe, and wond’ring views, 370 
Her rolling seas and intermingled isles, 

Her mighty continents, outstretch’d immense, 
Where Europe, Asia, Afric, of old fame. 

Their regions numberless extend ; and where. 

To farthest point of west, Columbus late 
Through untry’d oceans borne to shores unknown 
Moor’d his first keel advent’rous, and beheld 
A new, a fair, a fertile world arise ! 

But nearer scenr s of happy rural view, 

Gieen dale, and level down, and bloomy hill, 380 
The Muse’s walk, on which the sun’s bright eye 
Propitious looks, invite her willing step. 

Here see, around me smiling, myrtle groves, 

And mountains crown’d with aromatic woods 
Of vegetable gold, with vales amid’st, 

Lavish of flow’rs and fragrance, where soft Spring, 

Lord of the year, indalges to each field 

The fanning breeze, live spring, and shelt’ring grove. 

In these bless'd plains a spacious city spreads 
Its round extent magnificent, and seems 890 



50 


MI SC ELLA N I LS. 


The seat of empire : dazzling in the sky, 

With far-seen blaze, her tow'ry structures shine, 
Elaborate works of art ! each op’ning gate 
Sends forth its thousands : peace and plenty round 
Environ her. In each frequented school 
Learning exalts his head, and Commerce pours 
Into her arms a thousand foreign realms 
How fair and fortunate ; how worthy all 
Of lasting bliss secure : yet all must fall, 
O’erturn’d and lost — nor shall their place be found. 

A sullen calm unusual, daik and dread, 401 
Arises inauspicious o’er the heav*ns. 

The beamless sun looks wan ; a sighing cold 
Winters the shadow’d air; the birds on high, 
Shrieking, give sign of fearful change at hand: 

And now, within the bosom of the globe, 

Where sulphur stor’d and nitre peaceful slept, 

For ages, in their subterranean bed, 

Ferments the approaching tempest. Vap’ry streams, 
Inflammable, perhaps by wind sublim’d, 410 
Their deadly breath apply. Th’ enkindled mass, 
Mine fir’d by mine in train, with boundless rage, 
With horror unconceiv'd, disploded bursts 
Its central prison — Shook fiom shore to shore 
Reels the broad continent with all its load, 

Hills, forests, cities. The lone desert quakes ; 
Her savage sons howl to the thunder’s groan, 

And lightning’s ruddy glare, while from beneath 
Deaf distant roarings, through the wide profound 
Rueful are heard, as when despair complains. 420 
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Gather’d m air, o’er that proud capital 
Iiowns an involving cloud of gloomy depth, 
Casting dun night and terror o’er the heads 
Of her inhabitants. Aghast they stand, 

Sad-gazing on the mournful skies around, 

A moment’s dreadful silence 1 Then loud screams 
And eager supplications rend the skies. 

To ! crowds on crowds, in hurry’d sream along, 
From street to street, from gate to gate, roll’d on, 
This, that way burst in waves, by horror wing’d 430 
To distant hill or cave, while half the globe, 

Her frame convulsive rocking to and fro, 

Tiembles with second agony. Upheav’d 
In surges, her vex’d surface rolls a sea ; 

Ruin ensues ; towr’s, temples, palaces, 

Flung from their deep foundation, roof on roof 
Crush’d horrible, and pile on pile o’erturn’d. 

Fall total — In that universal groan, 

Sounding to heav’n, expir’d a thousand lives, 
O’erwhelm’d at once, one undistinguish’d wreck ! 

Sight full of fate ! up from the centre torn 441 
The ground yawns horrible a hundred mouths, 
Flashing pale flames— down through the gulfs 
profound, 

Screaming, whole crowds of ev’ry age and rank, 
With hands to heav’n rais’d high imploring aid, 
Prone to th* abyss descend, and o’er their heads 
Earth shuts her pond’rous jaws. Part lost in night 
Return no more ; part on the wafting wave, 

Borne through the darkness of th’ infernal wprld. 
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Far distant lise, emerging with the flood, 430 
Pale as ascending ghosts cast back to day, 

A shudd’ring band 1 distraction in each eye 
Stares wildly motionless ; they pant, they catch 
A gulp of an, and grasp with dying aim 
The wreck that drives along, to gain from Fate, 
Short interval ! a moment’s doubtful life : 

For now earth’s solid sphere asunder rent 
With final dissolution, the huge mass 
Falls undermin’d — Down, down th* extensive seat 
Of this fair city, down her buildings sink ! 460 

Sinks the full pride her ample walls inclos’d, 

In one wild havoc crash’d, with burst beyond 
Heav’n’s loudest thunder ! Uproar unconceiv’d ] 
Image of Nature’s gen’ ral frame destroy’d ! 

How greatly terrible, how dark and deep, 

The purposes of Heav’n ! at once o’erthrown 
White age and youth, the guilty and the just, 

O seemingly severe, promiscuous fall ! 

Reason, whose daring eye in vain explores, 

The fearful providence, confus’d subdu’d 470 
To silence and amazement, with due praise 
Acknowledges th’ Almighty, and adores 
His will unerring, wisest, justest, best ! 

The country mourns around with alter'd look : 
Fields, where but late the many-colour’d Spring 
Sat gaily dress’d amid the vernal breath 
Of roses, and the song of nightingales 
Soft-warbled, silent languish now and die ; 

Riven ingulf’d their ample channels leave 
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A sandy tract; and goodly mountains hurl’d, 480 
In whulwind from their seat, obstruct the plains 
With rough encumbrance, or through depths of 
earth 

Fall ruinous, with all their woods immers’d. 
Sulphureous damps, of dark and deadly pow’r, 
Steam’d from th’ abyss, fly secret overhead, 
Wounding the healthful air, whence foul disease, 
Murrain and rot, in tainted herds and flocks, 

In man sore sickness, and the lamp of life 
Dimm’d and diminish’d; or more fatal ill 
Of mind, unsettling reason overturn’d : 490 

Here into madness work’d and boiling o’er 
Outrageous fancies, like the troubled sea, 
Foaming out mud and filth ; here downward sunk 
To fplly, and in idle musing warp’d, 

Now chasing with fond aim the flying cloud, 

Now numb’ringup the drops of falling rain. 

A while the fiery spirit in its cell 
Insidious slumbers, till some chance unknown, 
Perhaps some rocky fragment from the roof 
Detach’d, ahd roll’d with rough collision down 500 
Its echoing vault, strikes out the fatal spark 
That blows it into rage. Shakes earth again, 
Wide through her entrails torn. T o all sides flash 
The flames bear downward on the central deep, 
Immeasurable source, whence Ocear fills 
His num’rous seas, and pours them round the globe. 
The liquid orb, through all its dark expanse 
In dire commotion boils, and bursting way 
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Up through th* unsounded bottoms of the mam, 
Where never tempest ruffl’d, lifts the deep, 510 
At once, in billowy mountains to the sky, 

With raving violence : and now their shores, 
Rebellowing to the surge, they swallow fierce, 
O’ersw elling mound and cliff; now swilt and strange. 
With refluent wave retreating leave the beach 
A naked waste of sands — Mean-time, behold ! 

Yon’ neighb’nng, mountain rising bleak and bare, 
Its double top in sterile ashes hid, 

But green around its base with oil and wine, 

Gives sign of storm and desolation near, 530 
Storehouse of Fate ; from whose infernal womb, 
With«Tiery min’rals and metallic ore 
Pernicious fraught, ascends eternal smoke; 

Now wav’ring loose in air, now borne on high, 

A dusky column height’mng to the sun ! 
Imagination’s eye looks down dismay’d 
The steepy gulph, pale-flaming and profound. 
With hourly tumult vex’d, but now incens’d 
To sevenfold fury. First discordant sounds 
As of a clam’ring'lnultitude enrag’d, - 530 

The dash of floods, and hollow howl of winds, 
Through wint’ry woods or cavern’d ruins heard, 
Rise from the distant depth where uproar reigns : 
Anon, with black eruption, from its jaws 
A night of smoke, thick-driving, wave on wave 
In stormy flow, and cloud involving cloud, 

Rolls surging forth, extinguishing the day, 

With volli^d sparkles mix’d, and whirling drifts 
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Of stones and cinders rattling up the air: 

Instant in one broad burst a stream of fire 540 
Red-issumg floods the hemisphere around. 

Nor pause nor rest ; again the mountain groans, 
Amazing, from its inmost caverns shook ; 

Again with loud’mng rage, intensely fierce, 
Disgorges pyramids of quiv’ring flame, 

Spire after spire enormous, and torn rocks, 

Flung out in thund'nng ruins to the sky. 

But see ! in'second pangs the roaring hill 
From forth its depth a cloudy pillar shoots, 
Gradual and vast in one ascending trunk, 550 
Of length immense, heav’d by the force of fiie, 
On its own base direct, aloft in air, 

Beyond the soaring eagle’s sunward flight, 

Still as it swells, through all the dark extenr. 
With wonder seen, ten thousand lightnings play 
In flash’d vibrations, and from height to height 
Incessant thunders roar. No longer now 
Protruded by th’ explosive breath below, 

At once the shadowy summit breaks away 
To all sides round, in billows broad and black, 560 
As of a turbid ocean stirr’d by winds, 

A vap’ry deluge hiding earth and heav’n. 

Thus all day long ; and now the beamless sun 
Sets as in blood : a dreadful pause ensues, 
Deceitful calm, portending fiercer storm. 

Sad night at once, with all her deep dy’d shades, 
Falls back and boundless o’er the scene : suspcnce 
And terror rule the hour. Behold ! from far, 
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Imploring Heav’n with supplicating hands 
And streaming eyes, m mute amazement fix’d, 57(1 
Yon* peopled city stands, each sadden’d face 
Turn’d t’wards the hill of fears ; and, hark ! once 
more 

The rising tempest shakes its sounding vaults, 
Now faint in distant murmurs, now more near 
Rebounding horrible, with all the roar 
Of winds and seas, or engines big with death. 

That planted by the murd’rous hand of War 
To shake the round of some proud capital, 

At once disploded, in one bursting peal 
Their mortal thunders mix. Along the sky, 580 
From east to south, a ruddy hill of smoke 
Extends its ridge, with dismal light inflam’d: 
Mean-while the fluid lake that works below. 
Bitumen^ sulphur, salt, and iron-scum, 

Heaves up its boiling tide : the lab’ring mount 
Is torn with agonizing throes — at once, 

Forth from its side disparted, blazing pours 
A mighty river, burning in prone waves, 

That glimmer through the night to yonder plain : 
Divided there, a hundred torrent streams, 590 
Each ploughing up its bed, roll dreadful on, 
Resistless; villages, and woods, and rocks, 

Fall flat before their sweep. The region round, 
Where myrtle-walks and groves of golden fruit 
Rose fair, where harvest wav’d in all its pride. 
And where the vineyard spread her purple store 
Maturing into nectar, now despoil’d 
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Of herb, leaf, fruit, and flow’r, from end to end 
Lies bury’d under fire, a glowing sea 1 

Thus roaming with advent' rous wing the globe, 
From scene to scene excursive, I behold 601 
In all her workings, bcauteous K great, or new, 

Fair Nature, and in all with wonder trace 
The sov’reign Maker, first, supreme, and best. 
Who actuates the whole ; at whose command, 
Obedient, fire and flood tremendous rise. 

His ministers of vengeance, to reprove 
And scourge the nations. Holy are his ways, 

His, works unnumber’d, and to all proclaim 
Unfathom’d wisdom, goodness unconfin’d. 610 
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Endless the wonders of creating pow’r 
On earth, but chief on high through hcav'n 
display’d : 

There shines the full magnificence, unveil’d 
Of Majesty diviue : refulgent there 
Ten thousand suns blaze forth, with each his tram 
Of worlds dependent, all beneath the eye 
And equal rule of one eternal Lord. 

To those bright dimes, awak’ning all her pow’rs, 
And spreading her unbounded wing, the Muse 
Ascending soars on through the fluid space, 10 
The buovant atmosphere, whose vivid breath, 
a. 3 
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Soul of all sublunary life, pervades 

The realms of Nature, to her inmost depths 

Diffus’d with quick’mng energy. Now still. 

From pole to pole th’ aerial ocean sleeps, 

One limpid vacancy ; now rous’d to rage 
By blust’nng meteors, wind, hail, rain, or cloud, 
With thund’rous fury charg’d, its billowy rise, 

And shake the nether orb. Still as I mount, 

A path the vulture’s eye hath not observ'd, 20 
Nor foot of eagle trod, th* ethereal sphere 
Receding flies approach, its circling arch 
Alike remote, translucent, and serene: 

Glorious expansion I by th’ Almighty spread. 
Whose limits who hath seen ! or who with him 
Hath walk’d the sun pav’d circuit from old time. 
And visited the host of heav’n around ! [small 
Gleaming a borrow’d light', from whence how 
The speck of earth, and dun air circumfus’d ; 
Mutable region, vex’d with hourly change. 30 
But here unruffled Calm her even reign 
Maintains eternal; here the lord of day, 

The neighb’ring Sun* shines out in all his strength, 
Noon without night. Attracted by his beam 
I thither bend my flight, tracing the source 
Where morning springs ; whence her innum*rous 
streams 

Flow lucid forth, and roll through trackless ways 
Their white waves o’er the sky. The fountain orb. 
Dilating as I rise, beyond the ken 
Qf mortal eye, to which earth, ocean, air,- 40 
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Arc bat a Central point, e v pnnd> immense, 

A shoreless sea of Huctu-iUrg ti*r. 

That deluges all ethei with it', tide. 

What pow’r is that which to its circle bounds 
The violence of flame • in rapid whirls 
Conflicting, floods with floods, as if to leave 
Their place, and, bursting, overwhelm the world ! 
Motion incredible! to which the rage 
Of oceans, when whole winter blows at once 
In hurricane, is peace. But who shall tell 50 
That radiance beyond measure on the sun 
Pour’d out transcendant ! those keen-flashing rays 
Thrown round his state, and to yon’ worlds afar 
Supplying days and seasons, life and joy ! 

Such virtue he, the Majesty ofheav’n, 

Brightness original ! all-bounteous king ! 

Hath to his creature lent, and crown’d his sphere 
With matchless glory. Yet not all alike 
Resplendent : in these liquid regions pure, 

Thick mists, condensing, darken into spots, 60 
And dim the day ; whence that malignant light, 
When Caesar bled, which sadden’d all the year 
With long eclipse. Some at the centre rise, 

In shady circles, like the moon beheld 
From earth, when she her unenlighten’d face 
Turns thitherward opaque ; a space they brood 
In congregated clouds, then breaking, float 
To all sides roand : dilated some and dense, 
Broad as earth’s surface each, by slow degrees 
Spread from the confines of the light along, 70 
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Usurping half the sphere, and swim obscure 
On to its adverse coast, till there they set, 

Of vanish scatter’d, meas’ring thus the time 
That round its axle whirls the radient orb. 

Fairest of beings ; first-created Light ! 

Prime cause of beauty ! for from thee alone 
The sparkling gem, the vegetable race, [charms. 
The nobler worlds that live and breathe, their 
The lovely hues peculiar to each tribe, 

From thy unfailing source of splendor draw! 80 
In thy pure shine with transport I survey 
This firmament, and these her rolling worlds. 

Their magnitudes and motions ; those how vast ! 
How rapid these ! with swiftness unconceiv’d. 
From west to east in solemn pomp revolv’d. 
Unerring, undistuib’d, the sun’s bright train, 
Progressive through the sky’s bright fluent borne 
Around their centre. Mercury the first. 

Near bord’ring on the day, with speedy wheel 
Flies swiftest on, inflaming where he comes, 90 
With sevenfold splendor, all his azure road. 

Next Venus to the westward of the sun, 

Full orb’d her face, a golden plain of light, 
Circles her larger round. Fair morning star ! 
That leads on dawning day to yonder world, 

The seat of man, hung in the heav’ns remote, 
Whose northern hemisphere, descending, sees 
The sun arise, as through the zodiac roll’d ; 

Full iif the middle path oblique she winds 
Her anuual orb ; and by her side the Moon 100 
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Companion of her flight, whose solemn beams, 
Nocturnal, to her darken’d globe supply 
A softer day-light, whose attractive pow’r 
Swells all her seas and ocean’s into tides, 

From the mid-deeps overflowing to their shores. 

Beyond the sphere of Mars, in distant skies, 
Revolves the mighty magnitude of Jove, 

With kingly state, the rival of the sun ; 

About him round four planetary moons, 

On earth with wonder all night long beheld, lift 
Moon above moon, his fair attendants, dance. 
These in th’ horizon slow 7 ascending climb 
The steep of heav’n, and, mingling in soft flow 
Their silver radiance, brighten as they rise. 

Those opposite roll downward from their noon 
To where the shade of Jove, outstretch’d in length 
A dusky cone immense, darkens the sky 
Through many a region. To these bounds arriv’d, 
A gradual pale creeps dim o’er each sad orb, 
Fading their lustre, till they sink involv’d 120 
In total night, and disappear eclips’d. 

By this the sage^ivho studious of the skies, 
Heedful explores* these late-discover’d worlds, 

By this observ’d the rapid progress finds 
Of light itself ; how swift the headlong ray 
Shoots from the sun’s height through unbounded 
space, 

At once enlightVmg air, and earth, and heav*n. 

Last utmost Satiirn walks his frontier round, 
The boundary of worlds, with his pale moons 
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Faint-glimm’ring through the darkness Night has 
thrown, 130 

Deep-dy’d and dead, o’er this chill globe forlorn ; 
An endless desert, wheie extreme of cold 
Eternal sits, as in his native seat, 

On wint’ry hills of never-thawing ice ! 

Such Saturn’s earth ; and yet ev’n here the sight 
Amid these doleful scenes new matter finds 
Of wonder and delight! a mighty ring, 

On each side rising from th’ horizon’s verge, 
Self-pois’d in air, with its bright circle round 
Encompasseth' his orb. As night comes on 140 
Saturn’s broad shade, cast on its eastern arch. 
Climes slowly to its height, and at th’ approach 
Of morn returning, with like stealthy pace 
Draws westward off, till thro’ the lucid round 
In distant view th’ illumin’d skies are seen. 

Beauteous appearance ! by th’ Almighty’s hand 
Peculiar fashion’d. — Thine these noble works. 
Great universal Ruler ! earth and heav’n 
Are thine, spontaneous offspring of thy will. 

Seen with transcendent ravishment sublime, 150 
That lifts the soul to thee ! a roly joy, 

By reason prompted, and by reason swell’d 
Beyond all height — for thou art infinite; 

Thy virtual energy the frame of things 
Pervading actuates ; as at first thy hand 
Diffus’d through endless space this limpid sky. 
Vast ocean without storm, where these huge globes 
Sail undisturb’d, a rounding voyage each, 
©Servant all of one unchanging jaw. 
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Simplicity divine 1 by this sole rule, 160 

The Maker’s great establishment, these worlds 
Revolve harmonious, world attracting world 
With mutual love, and to their central sun 
All gravitating; now with quicken’d pace 
Descending t’ward the primal orb, and now 
Receding slow, excursive from his bounds. 

This spring of motion, this hid pow’r infus’d 
Through universal nature, first was known 
To thee, great Newton ! Britain’s justest pride, 
The boast of human race, whose tow’ring thought. 
In her amazing progress uncor.fin’d, 171 

From truth to truth ascending, gam’d the height 
Of science, whither mankind from afar 
Gaze up astonish’d. Now beyond that height. 

By death from frail mortality set free, 

A pure intelligence he wings his way [world 
Through wond’rous scenes, new-opened in the 
Invisible amid the gcn’ral choir 
Of saints and angels, rapt with joy divine. 

Which fills, o’erflows, and ravishes the soul ! 180 
Hi* mind’s clear vision from all darkness purg’d, 
For God himself shines forth immediate there, 
Through those eternal climes, the frame of things 
In its ideal harmony, to him 
Stands all reveal’d — 

But how shall mortal wing 
Attempt this blue profundity of heav’n, 
Unfathomable, endless of extent ) 

Where unknown suns to unknown systems rise, 
Who:>c numbers who shall tell? stupendous hgst! 
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In flaming millions through the vacant hung, 19T 
Sun beyond sun, and world to world unseen. 
Measureless distance, unconceiv’d by thought! 
Awful their order ; each the central fire 
Of his surrounding stars, whose whirling speed. 
Solemn and silent, thro’ the pathless void 
Nor change nor error knows. But their ways 
By Reason, bold advent’rer, unexplor’d, 

Instructed shall declare ; What search shall find 
Their times and season ! their appointed laws, 200 
Peculiar! their inhabitants oflife, 

And of intelligence, from scale to scale 
Harmonious rising and in fix’d degree. 

Numberless orders, each resembling each. 

Yet all diverse ! — Tremendous depth and height 
Of wisdom and of pow’r, that this great whole 
Fram’d inexpressible, and still preserves. 

An infinite of wonders * — Thou ! supreme. 

First independent Cause, whose presence fills 
Nature’s vast circle, and whose pleasure moves, 210 
Father of human-kind l the Muse’s wing 
Sustaining guide, while to the heights of heav’n 
Roaming th 1 interminable vast of space, 

She rises, tracing thy almighty hand 
In its dread operations. Where is now 
The seat of mankind, earth ? where her great scenes 
Of wars and triumphs ? empires fam’d of old, 
Assyrian, Roman ? or of later name, 

Peruvian, Mexican, m that new world. 

Beyond the wide Atlantic, late disclos’d*? 220 
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Where is their place P — Let proud Ambition pause. 
And sicken at the vanity that prompts 
IIis little deeds: — with earth, those nearer orbs. 
Surrounding planets, late so glorious seen, 

And each a world, are now for sight too small, 
Are almost lost to thought. The sun himself. 
Ocean of flame, but twinkles from afar, 

A glimm’ring star amid the train of night ! 

While in these deep abysses of the sky, 

Spaces incomprehensible, new suns, 230 

Crown'd With unbonow’d beams, illustrious shine ; 
Arcturus here, and here the Pleiades, 

Amid the northern host ! nor with less state, 

At sunless distance, huge Orion’s orbs. 

Each in his sphere refulgent, and the noon 
Of Syrius, burning throngh the south of heav’n. 

Myriads beyond, with blended rays, inflame 
The Milky Way, whose stream of vivid light, 
Pour’d from innumerable fountains round. 

Flows tremb’ling, wave on wave, from sun to sun, 
And whitens the long path to heav’n’s extreme ; 44 1 
Distinguish’d tract 1 but as with upward flight 
Soaring I gam th’ immensurable steep, 

Contiguous stars, in bright profusion sown 
Through these wide fields, all broaden into suns, 
Amazing, sever’d each by gulfs of air, 

In circuit ample as the solar heav’ns. 

From thi® dread eminence, where endless day. 
Day without cloud abides, — alone, and fill’d 
With holy horror, trembling L survey 2&0 
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Now downward through the universal sphere 
Already past j now up to th’ heights untry’d, 

And of th’ enlarging prospect find no bound! 
About me on each hand new wonders rise 
In long succession ; here pure scenes of light 
Fowling the view ; here nameless worlds afar. 

Yet undiscover’d ; there a dying sun 

Grown dim with age, whose orb of flame extinct, 

(Incredible to tell!) thick vap’ry mists 

from ev’ry shore exhaling, mix obscure 260 

Innumerable clouds, dispreading.,slow, 

And deepening shade on shade ; till the faint globe. 
Mournful of aspect, calls In all his beams : 
Millions of lives, that live but in his light, 

With horror see, from distant spheres around, 

The source of day expire, and all his worlds 
At once involv’d in everlasting night ! 

Such this dread revolution : heav’n itself, 
Subject to change, so feels the waste of years : 

So this cerulean round, the work divine 270 
G£ God’s own hand, shall fade, and empty night 
Reign solitary, where these stars now roll 
From west to east their periods ; where the train 
Of comets wander their eccentric ways. 

With infinite excursion, through th’ immense 
Of ether, traversing from sky to sky 
Ten thousand regions in their winding road. 
Whose length to trace imagination fails 1 
Various their paths, without resistance all 
Through these free spaces borne * of various face * 
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Enkindled this with beams of angry light, ^81 
Shot circling from its orb in sanguine showers 
That, through the shade of night, projecting huge. 
In horrid trail, a spire of dusky flame, 

Embody’d mists and vapours, whose fir’d mass 
Keen vibrates, streaming a red length of air ; 
While distant orbs, with wonder and amaze, 

Mark its approach, and night by night alarm’d 
Its dreaded progress watch, as of a foe 
Whose nj|rch is ever fatal, in whose train 290 
Famine, and War, and desolating Plague, 

Each on his pale horse rides, the ministers 
Of angry Heav’n, to scourge offending worlds 1 
But lo ! where one, from some far world return’d, 
Shines out with sudden glare through yonder sky, 
Region of darkness, where a sun’s lost globe, 
Deep overwhelm’d with night, extinguish’d lies, 
By some hid pow’r attracted from his path, 

Fearful commotion ; into that dusk tract, 

The devious comet, steep descending, falls 300 
With all his flames, rekindling into life 
Th* exhausted orb ; and swift a flood of light 
Breaks forth diffusive through the gloom, and 
spreads 

In orient streams to his fair train afar 
Of moving fires, from night’s dominion w T on, 
And wond’ring at the mom’s unhop’d return. 

In still amazement lost th’ awaken’d mind 
Contemplates this great view, a sun restor’d 
With all his worlds ! while thus at large her flight 
F 2 
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Ranges these untrac’d scenes, progressive home, 
far through ethereal ground, the boundless walk 3 J J 
Of spirits, daily travellers fiom heav’n, 

Who pass the mystic gulf to journey here, 
Searching th’ Almighty Maker in his wofks 
From worlds to worlds, and, in triumphant choir 
Of voice and harp, extolling his high praise. 

Immortal natures ! cloth’d with brightness round 
Empyreal, fiom the source of light effus’d, 

More orient than the noon-day’s stainless beam ; 
Their will unerring, their affections pure, 320 
And glowing fervent warmth of love divine, 
Whose object God alone ; for all things else. 
Created beauty, and created good, 

Illusive all, can charm the soul no more ; 

Sublime their intellect, and without spot, 

Enlarg’d to draw truth’s endless prospect in, 
Ineffable, eternity and time ; 

The train of beings, all by gradual scale 
Descending, sumless orders and degrees ; 329 

Th’ unsounded depth, which mortals dare not try, 
Of GodVperfectionsj how these heav’n's first sprung 
From unprolific night ; how mov'd and rul’d 
In number, weight, and measure ; what hid laws, 
Inexplicable, guide the moral world. 

Active as flame, with prompt obedience all 
The will of Heav’n fulfil : some his fierce wrath 
Bear through the nations, pestilence and war; 

His copious goodness some, life, light, aifid bliss. 
To thousands : some the fate of empires rule, 
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Commission'd, sheh’ring with their guardian wings 
The pious monarch and the legal throne. 341 
Nor is the sov'reign nor th’ illustrious great 
Alone their care ; to ev’ry lcss’mng rank 
Of worth propitious, these blcss’d minds embrace 
With universal love the just and good, 

Wherever found; unpriz’d, perhaps unknown, 
Depress'd by fortune and with hate pursu’d, 

Or insnlt from the proud oppressors brow, 

Yet dear to Heav’n, and meriting the watch 
Of angels^)’er his unambitious walk, 350 

At morn or eve, when Nature’s fairest face, 
Calmly magnificent, inspires the soul 
With virtuous raptures, prompting to forsake 
The sin-born vanities and low pursuits 
That busy human-kind ; to view their ways 
With-pity ; to repay for num'rous wrongs 
Meekness and charity ; or, rais’d aloft, 

Fir’d with ethereal ardour, lo survey 
The circuit of creation, all these suns 
With all the.ir worlds; and still from height to 
By things created rising, last ascend [height, 

To that First Cause who made, who governs all, 
Fountain of being, self-existent Pow’r, 

All-wise, all-good, who from eternal age 
Endures and fills th' immensity of space ; 

That infinite diffusion, where the mind 
Conceives no limits ; undistingui&h’d void, 
Invariable, where no land-marks are, 

No paths to guide imagination’s flight. - 
f 3 
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AMYNTOR AND THEODORA. 


PREFACE. 

The following Poem was originally intended for 
the stage, and planned out, several years ago, into 
a regular tragedy ; but the Author fouftd it neces- 
sary to change hu first design, and give his work 
the form it now appears in, for reasons with which 
it might be impertinent to trouble the public, 
though to a man who thinks and feels in a certain 
manner those reasons were invincibly strong. 

As the scene of the piece is laid in the most 
remote and unfrequented of all the Hebrides, or 
Western isles, that surround one part of Great 
Britain, it may not be improper to inform the reader 
that he will find a particular account of it in a little 
treatise published near half a century ago, under 
the title of A Voyage to St. Kilda. The Author, 
who had himself been upon tb$ spot, describes, at 
length, the situation, extent arvi produce, of that' 
solitary island ; sketches out th^ natural history of 
the birds of season that transmigrate thither annually, 
and relates the singular customs thftjt still prevailed 
among the inhabitants ; a race people then the 
roost uncorruptcd in their maniwrs, and^ therefore 
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the least unhappy in their lives, of any perhaps on 
the face of the whole earth j to whom might have 
been applied what an ancient historian says of cer* 
tam barbarous nations, when he compares them 
with their more civilized neighbours, Plus valuit 
a pud hos ignorantia vitiorum , quam apud Gracos 
omnia philosophorum praztpta. 

They live together, as in the greatest simplicity 
of heart, so in the most inviolable harmony and 
union of sentiments. They have neither silver 
nor gold, but barter among themselves for the few 
necessaries they may reciprocally want. To stran- 
gers they are extremely hospitable, and no less 
charitable to their own poor, for whose relief each 
family in the island contributes its share monthly, 
and at every festival sends them, besides, a p6rtion 
of mutton or beef. Both sexes have a genius for 
poetry, and compose not only songs, but pieces of 
a more elevated turn, in their own language, 
which is very emphatical. £)ne of thofe islanders 
having been prevailed with to visit the greatest 
trading-town in North Britain, was infinitely asto- 
nished at' the length of the voyage, and at the 
mighty kingdoms for such he reckoned the larger 
isles, by which they sailed. He would not ven- 
ture himself into the streets of that city without 
being led by the hand. At sight of the great 
church, he owned that it was indeed \ lofty rock, 
but insisted that in his native country of St. Kilda, 
there wer$ others still higher, however the caverns 
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formed in it (so he named the pillars and arches 
on which it is raised) were hollowed, he said, more 
commodiously than any he had ever seen there. 
At the shake occasioned in the steeple, and the 
horrible din that sounded in his cars upon tolling 
out the great bells, he appeared under the utmost 
consternation, believing the frame of nature was 
falling to pieces about him. He thought the per- 
sons who wore masks, not distinguishing whether 
they were men or women, had been guilty of 
some ill-thing, for which they did not dare to 
shew their faces- The beauty and stateliness of 
the trees, which he saw then for the first time, as 
in his ovm island there grows not a shrub, equally 
surprised and delighted him ; but he observed, 
with a kind of terror, that as he passed among 
their branches they pulled him back again. He 
had been pertpiaded to drink a pretty large dose 
of strong waters, and upon finding himself drowsy 
after it, and ready to fall into a slumber, which 
he fancied was to be his last, he expressed to his 
companions the great satisfaction he felt in so easy 
a passage out of this world ; for, said he, it is 
attended with no kind of paift. 

Among such sort of menft was that Aurelius 
sought refuge from the violence and cruelty of his 
enemies. 

The time appears to have been towards the lat« 
ter part or the reign of King Charles II. when 
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those yr ho governed Scotland under him, with no 
less cruelty than impolicy, made the people of 
Lhat country desperate, and then plundered, im- 
prisoned, or butchered them, for the natural ef- 
fects of such despair. The best and worthiest 
men were oft the objects of their most unrelent- 
ing fury. Under the title of fanatics, or seditious, 
they affected to herd, and of course persecuted, 
whoever wished well to his country, or ventured 
to stand up in defence of the laws and a legal go- 
vernment. I have now in my hands the copy of 
a warrant signed by King Charles himself, for mi- 
litary execution upon them without process or 
conviction ; and I know that the original is still 
kept in the Secretary ’s-office for that part of the 
united kingdom. Thus much I thought it 
necessary to say, that the reader may not be mis- 
led to look upon the relation given by Aurelius in 
the second Canto, as drawn from the wantonness 
of imagination, when it hardly arises to strict his- 
torical truth. 

What reception this Poem may meet with the 
Author cannot foresee j and in his humble but 
happy retirement he needs not be over anxious to 
know. He has endeavoured to make it one re- 
gular and consistent whole ; to be true to Nature 
in h»s thoughts, and to the genius of the language 
in his manner ©f expressing them. I£|||e has suc * 
ceeded in these points, but, above all, Ineffectu- 
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ally touching the passions, which, as it is the ge- 
nuine province, so is it the great triumph of poetrv; 
the candor of his more discerning readers will 
readily overlook mistakes or failures in things of 
less importance. 
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AMYNTOR AND THEODORA} 

OR 

THE HERMIT. 

IN THREE CANTOS. 
Addressed to the Earl of Chesterfield. 


TO MRS. MALLET. 

Thou faithful partner of a heart thy own, 

Whose pain or pleasure springs from thine alone ; 
Thou, true as honour, as compassion kind, 

That in sweet union harmonize thy mind } 

Here, while thy eyes for sad Amyntor’s woe, 

And Theodora’s wreck, with tears o’erflow. 

O may thy friend’s warm wish, to Heav'n preferr’d 
Tor thee, for him, by gracious Heav’n be heard 1 
So her fair hour of fortune shall be thine 
Unmixed ; and all Amyntor’s fondness mine. 

So through long venial life, with blended ray, 
Shall Love light up,, and Friendship close our 

d *yr 

Till, summon’d late this lower heav'n to 
One sigh shall end us, and one earth reefcive- 
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Far m the wat'ry waste, where his broad wave 
From world to world the vast Atlantic rolls, 

On from the piny shorts of Labrador 
To frozen Thule east, her airy height 
Aloft to hcav’n remotest Kilda lifts, 

Last of the sea-girt Hebrides, that guard, 

In filial train, Britannia’s parent coast. 

Thrice happy land ! though freezing on the verge 
Of Arctic skies, yet blameless still of arts 
That polish, to deprave each softer clime, 10 
With simple nature, simple virtue, blcss’d ! 
Beyond Ambition’s walk, where never War 
Dprear’d his sanguine standard, nor unsheath’d, 
Tor wealth or pow’r, the desolating sword ; 

Where Luxury, soft Syren, who around 
To thousand nations deals her nectar’d cup 
Of pleasing bane, that sooths at once and kills 
Is yet a name unknown : but calm Content, 

That lives to reason, ancient Faith, that binds 
The plain community of guileless hearts 20 
In love and union ; Innocence of ill, 

Their guardian genius ; these the pow’rs that rule 
Thif little vjpfld, to all its sons secure 
Man’s happiest life ; the soul serene and sound 
From p^sttpn’s rage, the body. disease : 

Red* bn CAfh cheek behold the rose of health; 
Tim in each sinew Vigour’s pliant spring 1 , ' 
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By tcmp’rance brac'd to peril and to pain, 

Amid the floods they stem, or on the steep 2^ 
Of upright rocks their straining steps surmount. 
For food or pastime: these light up their morn. 
And those their eve in slumber sweetly deep, 
Beneath the north, within the circling swell 
Of ocean’s raging sound : but last and best, 

What Av’rice, what Ambition, shall not know. 
True Liberty is thcir’s, the heav’n-sent guest. 
Who in the cave, or on th’ uncultured wild, 

With independence dwells and peace of ntind, 

In youth, m age, their sun that never sets. 39 

Daughter of Heav’n and Nature, deign thy aid. 
Spontaneous Muse ! O whether from the depth 
Of ev’ning forest, brown with broadest shade, 

Or from the brow sublime of vernal Alp 
As morning dawns, or from the vale at ndoti. 

By some soft stream that slides with liquid foot 
Through bow’ry groves, where Inspiration sits 
And listens to thy lore, auspicious come ! 

O’er these wild waves, o’er this unharbouFd shore, 
Thy wing high-hov’ring spread, and to the gale,‘ 
The Boreal spirit breathing lib’ral Tound 
From echoing hill to hill,' the lyre attune 
With answ’ring cadence free, as best beseems 
The tragic theme my plantive veTse unfolds. 

Here good Aurelius — and a scene more wild 
The world around, of deeper solitude, 

Affliction could not And — Aurelius here, 

By fate Unequal and the crime of «wa t 

MALLET. G 



78 




Expell'd hi* hom^ th^ sacred vqlf 
That saw him blets’d, now wretched and unknown, 
Wore out tbp slow remains of setting life 60 
In bitterness of ^oqgbt, and with the surge, 

And with the sounding storm, his murmur’d mean 
Would often mix — Oft’ as remembrance sad 
TV unhappy past recall'd, a faithful wife. 

Whom loye first chose, whom reason long endear'd, 
His soul’* companion and his softer friend,* 

With one fair daughter, in hfjr rosy prime. 

Her dawnpf op'ning charms, defenceless left 
Within a tyrant's grasp ! bis foe profess'd, 

By civil madffiss, by intemp'rate zeal 70 

For difpxiqg litqs, iyabiuerM into hate, 

And cruelty remorseless ! — Thus he liv'd, 

If this was 1,1%, tp load the blast with sighs. 

Him o'er ha edge, \o swell the flood with tears. 
At OHf4$ght hour; fcc midnight frequent heard 
The kingly mourner, desolate of heart,, 

Pour ill the htubpjs all the father, forth, 

In unaviUiog anguish, Stretch'd along 
Tho naked beach, o* shivVing on the cliff, 

8mm wh % wintry pole in bwr storm, 80 
Hail, now, and show'xu dark-drifting round, his 

bead. 

Such were hi* hours, till time, the wretch's 

ffdeod. 

Life's great physician, skilTd, alone tp close, 
Where aoriop, long has tpVd, the peeping qye* 
And from the Wain, «dtb baleful yapoun 
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Each sullen spectre chise, his balm at length, 
Lenient of piiri, through ev'ry fever’d piilse 
With gentlest hand infus'd. A pensive calm 
Arose, but unassur'd ; as, after Winds 
OF ruffling wing, the sea, sobsiding sloW, f 90 
Still trembles From the storm. Now Reason first 
Her throne resuming, bid Devotion raise 
To heav'n his eye, and through the turbid ihitU, 
By sense dark-drawn between, adoring own, 

Sole arbiter oF Fate, one Cause supreme, 

All-just, all-wise, who bids what still is heit 
In cloud or sunshine, Whose severest hand 
Wounds but to heal, and chasten* to amend* 

Thus in his bosom, ev'ry weak dictess, 

Tbe rage of grief, the felines* of revenge f 100 
To healthful measure temper'd arid reduc'd 
By Virtue's hand, and in her bright'nirig beam 
Each error clear'd awiy, as fen-DOrh fbgl 
Beforp th' ascending Siih ! through faith he liV^I 
Beyond Time's bounded continent, the Walls 
OF Sin and Death : anticipating heav'n 
In pious hope, he ieenis already there. 

Safe on her tacked shore, and teal beyohd. 

In radiant vteWy tbe WOrtd of light and loVe, 
Where pc ice ddigftts to dwell, where one fair 
morn 1 tO 

Stilt orient smllw, and oite diffusive ipm g, 

That fears no storm, and shall no winter know, 
Tfi* immortal year empurples. If a sigh 
Yet murmurs from his *m for dm pangs 

c 2 
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Those dearest names, a wife, a child, must feel, 
Still suffering in his fate ; 'tis for a foe 
Who, deaf himself to mercy, may of Heav'n 
That mercy, when most wanted, ask in vain. 

The sun, now station’d with the lucid Twins, 
O’er ev’ry southern clime had pour’d profuse 
The rosy year, and in each pleasing hue 121 
That greens the leaf, or through the blossom glows 
With florid light, his fairest month array’d; 
While Zephyr, while the silver-footed Dews, 

Her soft attendants, wide o’er the field and grove 
Fresh spirit breathe, ancHJied perfuming balm. 
Nor here, in this AilT-rcgion, on the brow 
Of Winter^# wasrt! dominion, is unfelt 
The ray ethereal, or unbail'd the rise 129 

OF hci mild reign. From warbling vale and hill, 
With wild thyme flow’nng, betony and balm, 
Blue lavender and carmel's* spicy root, 

Song, fragrance, health, ambrosiate ev’ry breeze. 

But high above the season full exerts 
Its vernant force in yonder peopled rocks, 

To whose wild solitude, from worlds unknown, 
The birds of passage transmigrating come, 
Unniimbcr’d colonies of foreign wing, 

At Nature's summons their aerial state 
Annual to found, and in bold voyage steer HO 
O’er this wide ocean, through yon pathless sky, 

• like root oi this pUat, otherwise tvstarU mrfwbUt tijvatt 
sms, it AromaiK, and by the natives reckoned cordial to (he 
mirt*- 4*t Mm*** Herffr* Ida fc t rf i i M f, p. ItO. 
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One certain point to one appointed shore, 

Bv Heav'n's directive spirit here to raise 
Tneir temporary realm, and form secure, 

Where food awaits them copious from the wave. 
And shelter from the rock, their nuptial leagues ; 
Each tribe apart, and all on tisks of love, 

To hatch the pregnant egg, to rear and guard 
Their helpless infants, piously intent. 

Led by the day abroad, with lonely step, 150 
And ruminating sweet and bitter thought, 

Aurelius, from the western bay, bis eye 
Now rais’d to this amusivc scene in air, 

With wonder mark'd ; now cast with level ray 
Wide o’er the moving wilderness of waves, 

From pole to pole thro’ boundless space diffus'd, 
Magnificently dreadful ! where at large 
Lcx/iathan, with each inferior name 
Of sea-born kinds, ten thousand thousand tribes. 
Finds endless range for pasture and for sport. 
Amaz’d he gazes, and, adoring, owns 161 

The Hand almighty, who its channeled bed 
Immeasurable sunk, and pour'd abroad, 

Fenc'd with eternal mounds, the fluid sphere, 

With ev’ry wind to waft large comfterce on, 

Join pole to pole, consociatc sever'd worlds, 

And link in bonds of intercourse and love 
Earth’s universal family. Now rose 
Sweet ev'qiogs solemn hour: the sun, declin'd, 
flung golden o’er this nether firmament, 170 
Whose broad ceruleaxt mirror, calmly bright, 



(fave back his beamy visage to the sky 
With splendour undiminish’d, and each cloud, 
White, azure, purple, glowing iound his throne 
In fair aerial landscape. Here, alone, 

On Earth’s remotest verge Aurelius breath’d 
The healthful gale, and felt the smiling scene 
With awc-mix’d pleasuie, musing as he hung 
In silence o’er the billows hush’d beneath ; 179 

When, lo ' a sound, amid the wave-worn rocks, 
I>eaf-mnrm’ring rose, and plaintive roll’d along 
From cliff to cavern, as the breath of winds, 

At twilight hour, remote and hollow heard 
Through -wintry pines, high waving o’er the steep 
Of sky-crdWiiM Apenine : the sea-pie ceas’d 
At once to warble; screaming from his nest 
The fulmar soar’d, and shot a westward flight 
From shore to sea : on came, before her hour, 
Invading Night, and hung the troubled sky 
With fearful blackness round*: sad Ocean’s face 
A curling undulation shiv’ry swept 191 

From wave to wave; and now impetuous rose 
Thick cloud and storm, and ruin on hi* wing. 

The raging South, and headlong o’er the deep 
Fell horribte^with broad-descending blast. 

Aloft, and safe beneath a shelt’ring cliff, 

'Whose moss-grown summit on the distant flood 
Projected frowi.s, Aurelius sumkJ appall’d. 

His stunn’d ear smote with all the thund’nng main. 
His eye with mountains surging to the s*a|*, 200 
* tor MdfUn't r^r f« St. p. 58 . 
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Commotion infinite. Where yon last wave 
Blends with the sky its foam, a ship in view 
Shoots sudden forth, steep-falling from the clouds, 
Yet distant seen and dim, till onward borne 
Before the blast, each growing sail expands, 

Each mast aspires, and all th’ advancing frame 
Bounds on his eye distinct: with sharpen’d ken 
Its course he watches, and in awful thought 
1 hat Pow’r invokes, whose voice the wild winds 
hear, 209 

Whose nod the surge reveres, to look from heav’n, 
And sa\c, who else must perish, wretched men, 

In this dark hour, amid the dread abyss, 

With fears amaz’d, by horrors compass’d round. 
But, O’ ill-omem’d, death devoted heads! 
lor death bestrides the billow, nor your owi> 

Nor others* offer’d vows can stay the flight 
Of instant Fate. And, lo! his secret scat, 
Where never sun-beam glimmer’d, deep amidst 
A casern’s jaws voraginous and vast, 

'1 he stormy Genius of the deep forsakes, 220 
And o’er fbe waves, that roar beneath his frown. 
Ascending baleful, bids the tempest spread, 

Turbid and terrible with hail and rajg^ 

Its blackest pinion, pour its loud’uing blasts 
In whirlwind forth, and from their lowest depth 
Upturn the world of waters. Round and round 
The tortur’d ship, at his imperious call. 

Is wheel’d in dizzy whirl : her guiding helm 
Breaks st»on ; her masts in crashing rum fall, 
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And cadi rent sail flies loose in distant air. 230 
Now, fairful moment! o’er the found’ring hull 
Half ocean heav’d, in one broad billowy curve 
Steep from the clouds with horfid shape impends — 
Ah ! save them, Heav’n ! it bursts in deluge down 
With Boundless undulation : shore and sky 
Rebellow to the roar: at once ingulf’d, 

Vessel and crew beneath its torrent sweep 
Are sunk, to rise no more. Aurelius wept; 

The tear unbidden dew’d his hoary cheek: 

He turn’d hi* step ; he fled the fatal scene, 240 
And brooding in sad silence, o’er the sight 
To him alone disclos’d, his wounded heart 
Pour’d out to heav’n in sighs: Thy will be done, 
Not mine. Supreme Disposer of events ! 

But death demands a tear, and man must feel 
For human woes: the rest submission checks. 

Not distant far, *herc this receding bay* 

Looks northward on the pole, a rocky arch 
Expands iu self- pois’d concave ; as the gate 
Aipple, and broad, and pillar’d massy-roof, 250 
Of some unfolding temple : on it* height 
1* heard the tread of daily-climbing flocks, 

Thu o’er tbdf^een roof spread their fragrant food 
Umexidcd crop. As through this cavem’d path, 
Involv’d in pensive thought, Aurelius past, 

Struck with sad echoes from the sounding vault 
Rcmurmur’d thrill, he stopp’d, he rais’d his head. 
And saw tb* assembled natives in a ring, 

• Set Jfsrturt I’msic St SI. Xddo, p. » 
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With wonder and with pity bending o’er 
A shipwreck’d man. All motionless on earth 
He lay: the living lustre frbm his eye f ^ r 261 
The vermil hue extinguish’d from his enfek, 

And in their place, on each chill feature spread, 
The shadowy cloud and ghastliness of death 
With pale suffusion sat. So looks the moon, 

So faintly wan, through hov’ring mists at eve, 
Cray Autumn’s train. Fast from his hairs distill'd 
The briny wave, and close within his grasp 
Was clench’d a broken oar, as one who long 
Had stemm’d the flood with agonizing breast, 270 
i\pd struggled long for life. Of youthful prime 
He seem’d, and built by Nature’s noblest hand. 
Where bold proportion and where soft’ning grace 
Mix’d in each limb, and harmoniz’d his frame. 

Aurelius from the breathless clay his eye 
To Hcav’n, imploring, rais’d; then, for he knew 
That life, within her central cell retir’d, 

May lurk unseen, diminish’d but not quench’d, 

He bid transport it speedy through the vale 
To his poor cell, that lonely stood and low, 280 
Safe from the north, beneath a sloping hill ; 

An antique frame, orbicular, and rais’d 
On columns rude ; its roof with rer%cnd moss 
Light shaded o'er; its front in ivy bid, 

That mantling crept aloft. With pious hand 
They tam’d, they chaf’d his frozen limbs, and 
fum’d 

The vap’ry air with aromatic smells; 
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Then drops of sovereign efficacy, drawn 
Fro m fou ntain plants, within his lips infu&'d. 
Slow^Hfc the mortal trance, as men from dreams 
Of dir^r vision, shudd’ring he awakes, £91 
While life to scarce-felt motion faintly lifts 
His fluttering pulse, and gradual o'er his cheek 
The rosy current wins its refluent way. 

Recov*ring to new pain, his eyes he turn’d 
Severe on heav’n, on the surrounding hills - 
With twilight dim, and on the crowd unknown, 
.Dissolv’d in tears around, then clos’d again, 

As loathing light and life. At length in sounds 
Broken and eager, from his heaving breast 300 
Distraction spoke — 1 Down, down with ev’ry sail ! 

• &IercYt sweet Hcav’n! — Hal now whole ocean 

sweeps 

• In tempest o'er our head* — My soul’s last hope! 

• We will not part — Help ! help ! yon* wave, be- 

hold 1 

4 That swells betw ixl, has borne her from my sight. 
4 Q for a sun to light this black abyss I 

• fcone — lost — for ever lost !’ He ceas’d. Amaz'd 
And trembling, on the pale assistants fell. 

Whom now with greeting and the words of peace 
Aurelius bid depart. A pause ensu’d, 310 
Muse, mournful, solemn. On the stranger’s face 
Observant, anxious, hung his fix'd regard : 
Wafehfiil, his ear each murmur, ev’ry breath. 
Attentive seis’d ; now eager to begin 
Consoling speech ; now doubtful to invade 
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The sacred silence due to grief supreme : 

Then thus at last ; 4 O from devouring seas 

• By miracle escap’d ! if, with thy life, 

* 1 hy sense, return’d, can yet discern thflpnq, 

1 All-wonderful, that through yon raging sea, 320 

* Yon whirling west of tempest, led thee safe, 

4 That Hand divine with grateful awe confess, 

• With prostrate thanks adore. When thou, alas! 

• Wast number’d with the dead, and clos’d within 
4 Th* unfathom’d gulf ; when human hope was fled, 
4 And human help in vain — th’ almighty Voice 

4 Then bade Destruction spare, and bade the deep 
4 Yield up its prey ; that by his mercy sav’d, 

4 That mercy, thy fair life’s remaining race, 

4 A monument of wonder as of love, 33Q 

4 May justify to all the sons of men, 

1 Thy brethren, ever present in their need, 

4 Such praise delights Tiim most — 

4 He hears me not. 

* Some secret anguish, some transcendent woe, 

4 Sirs heavy on his heart, and from his eyes, 

1 Thro* the clos’d lids, now rolls io bitter stream! 

4 Yet speak thy sdul, afflicted as thou art ! 

4 For kqow, by mournful privilege ’tit mine, 

4 Myself most wretched, and in Sorrow's ways 
4 Severely train'd, to share in ev’ry pang 34 1 
1 The wretched feel, to sooth the sad of heart, 

4 To number teag for tear, an4 groan for groan, 

4 W ith gy'tf S 9 J» and daughter of distress. 

4 Speah stay apd give thy Ub'img bosom vent; 
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pity is, my friendship shall be, thine, 
3 'P|j8i ? 'calin thy pain, and guide thy virtue back, 

* l^rcM^ason’s paths, to happiness and hcav’n.’ 

The RCWn it thus: and, after some sad pause 
Of rousing wonder, thus the man unknown: 350 
' What have I heard? — On this untravell’d 
shore, 

• Nature’s last limit, hemm’d with oceans round 
‘ Howling and harbourless, beyond all faith 

4 A comforter to find, whose language wears 

* The garb of civil life ; a friend whose breast 
4 The gracious meltings of sweet pity move! 

4 Amazement all ! my grief, to silence charm’d, 

4 Is lost in wonder — But, thou good unknown ! 

4 If woes for ever wedded to despair, 359 

' That wish no cure, are thine, behold in me 
4 A meet companion ; one whom earth and heav'n 
4 Combine to curse; whom never future mom 
4 Shall light to joy, nor cv’ning with repose 
4 Descending shade — O, son of this wild world T 
4 From social converse though for ever barr’d, 

4 Tho’ chill’d with endless winter from the pole, 

4 Yet warm’d by goodness, form’d to tender sense 
4 Of human woes beyond what milder climes, 

4 By fairer suns attemper'd, courtly boast ; 

4 O say, did e'er thy breast, in youthful life, 370 
4 Touch'd by a beam from beauty all divine, 

4 Did e'er thy bosom her sweet influence own, 

• In pleating tumult pour’d through ev’ry vein, 

1 Awl panting at the hcarr, when first our rye 
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* Receives impressions? then, as a passion grew, 

4 Did Heav’n, consenting to thy wish, indulge 
1 That bliss no wealth can bribe, no pow’fjftHpstow, 

4 That bliss of angels, love by love repaid? 

4 Heart streaming full to heart in mutual flow 
4 Of lauh and friendship, tenderness and truth— 

4 If these thy fate distinguish’d, thou wilt then, 

4 My }o\s conceiving, image my despair, 382 
4 How total! how extreme! for this, all this, 

4 Tate my fair fortune, wreck’d on yonder flood, 

4 I ics lost and burry’d there — O, awful Hcav’n 1 
4 Who to the wind and to the whelming wave 
1 Her blameless head devoted, thou alone * 

4 Canst tell what 1 have lost — O, ill-starr’d Maid! 
1 O, most undone Amyntorl’ — Sighs and tears. 
And hcart-heav’d groans, at this his voice sup- 
press’d : 390 

The rest w r as agony and dumb despair. 

Now o’er their heads damp Night her stormy 
gloom 

Spread, ere the glimm’ring twilight was expir’d, 
With huge and heavy horrors closing round 
In doubling clouds on clouds. The mournful 
scene, 

The moving tale, Aurelias deeply felt ; 

And thus reply’d, as on e in nature skill’d, 

With soft-assenting sorrow in his look, 

And wotdt to sooth, not combat hope leu love: 

4 Amymor, by that Heav’n who secs tby tears, 
' By faith and friendship's sympathy divine, 401 
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4 Could I the sorrows heal I more than share, 

4 This bosom, trust me, should from thine transfer 
4 Its sharpest grief. Such giicf, alas! bow jqst? 

4 How long in silent anguish to descend, 

4 When reason and when fondness o’er the tomb 
4 Ace fellow-mourners ? He who can resign 
4 Has never lov’d; and wert thou to the sense, 

4 The sacred feeling of a loss like thine, 

4 Cold and insensible, thy breast were then 410 
4 No mansion for humanity, or thought 
4 Of noble aim. Then dwelling is with love 
4 And tender pity, whose kind tear adorns 
4 The clouded cheek, and sanctifies the soul 
4 They softer, not subdue. We both will mix, 

4 For her thy virtue lov'd, thy truth laments, 

4 Our social vighs; and still as Morn unveils 
4 The bright'mng hill, or ev'ning's misty shade 
4 Its brow obscures, her gracefulness of form, 

4 Hex miud all lovely, each ennobling each, 420 
4 Shall be our frequent theme : then shalt ikou hear 
4 From me, iu sad return, a tale of woo* 

4 So terrihk — Amyntor, thy pain’d heart, 

4 ^mid Us own, will shudder at the ills 
4 that mine has bled with — But behold 1 the dark 
4 And drowsy hour steals fast upon our talk : 

1 Here break we oif; and thou, sad Mourner! try. 

* Thy weary limbs, thy wounded nuad, to halm 

4 With timely sleep: each gracious wu^ from 
beav’a, 

* Of those that minuter to erring man. 


i30 
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L Near-hov’ring, hdsh thy passions into calmf 

• Serene thy slumbers with presented scene* 

1 Of brightest tision, whisper to thy heart 

• "1 hit holy peace which goodness ever shares, 

• And to us both be friendly as we nccd’T 435 


CANTO II. 

Now midnight rose, and o’er the general scene, 
Air, ocean, earih, drew broad her blackest veil, 
Vapour and cloud. Around th’ unsleeping isle 
Yet bowl’d the whirlwind, yet the billow groan’d. 
Ami in mix’d horror to Amyntor’s ear, 

Borne through the gloom, his shrieking sense ap- 
pall’d. 

Shook by each blast, and swept by ev’ry wave. 
Again pale Mem’ry labours in the storm ; 

Again fiom her is torn whom more than .life 
His fondness lov’d. And now another ihow’r 
Of sorrow o’er the dear unhappy maid Jll 

Effusive stream'd, till late, through ev'jy pow'r 
The soul, subdu’d, sunk sad to slow repose* 

And all her dark’nmg scenes, by dim dtgrees. 
Were queneVd in tourt night : a pause from pain 
Not long to last; for Fancy, oft awake 
While Reason sleeps, from her illusive cell 
Call’d up wild shapes of visionary fear, 
li $ 
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Of visionary bliss, the hour of rest 
To mock with mimic shews. And, lo ! the deeps 
In airy tumult swell: beneath a hill 21 

Amyntor heaves off overwhelming seas, 

Or rides, with dizzy dread, from cloud to cloud. 
The billow’s back: anon the shadowy world 
Shifts to some boundless continent unknown. 
Where solitary, o’er the starless void, 

Dumb Silence broods. Through heaths of dreary 
length, 

Slow on he drags hi« stagg’ring step infirm 
With breathless toil ; hears torrent floods afar 
Roar thro’ the wild, and, plung’d in central caves, 
Falls headlong many a fathom into night. 31 
Yet there, at once, in all her living charms, 

And bright'ning with their glow the brown abyss. 

Rose Theodora, smiling ; in her eye 

Sat, without cloud, the soft consenting soul, 

That guilt unknowing, had no wish to hide; 

A spring of sudden myrtles flow’ring round 
Their walk cmbowVd ; while nightingales beneath 
Sung spousal*, as long ih’ enamel I’d turf 
iPbey seem to fly, and interchang’d their souls, 
Melting in mutual softness. Thrice his arms 41 
The fcir encircled ; thrice she Hod his grasp, 

And fading into darkness mix’d with ?ir — 

• O, turn 1 O, stay thy flight ’’ — so loud he cry’d, 
Sleep and its train of humid vapours fled. 

He groan’d, he gai’d around; his inward seme 
Yet glowing with the vision’s vivid beam. 
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Siil I on his ryfc ffi£ fiov’ring shadow blaz’d; 
ifer voice sfi’l murmur’d 5n his tinkling car, 
Grateful deception ! till returning thought 50 
1 eft broad awake, amid tfi* incumbent lour 
Of mute and mournful night, again he felt 
His grief, inflam’d, fhroh fresh in ev’ry \ein. 

To frenzy stung, upstarting from his couch, 

The vale, the shore, with darkling step he roam’d. 
Like some drear spectre from the grave unbound: 
Then scaling yonder cliff, prone o’er its brow 
He hc.rg, in act to plunge amid the flood, 

Scarce from that height discern’d. Nor Reason’s 
voice 

No* ow’d submission to the will of Heav’n 60 
Rrj.tr iirs him ; but as passion whirls his ihougjht, 
Fond expectation, that perchance escap’d, 

1 hough passing all belief, the frailer skiff, 

To whi h himself had borne th’ unhappy fair. 
May ye- hr seen. Around o’er sea and shore 
I?e rolPd his ardent eye ; hut nof around. 

On land or wave, within his ken appears, 

Nor skiff, nor floating corse, on which fo shed 
TIic last sad tear, and lay the cov’ring mould. 

And now, wide open’d by the wakeful Hours 
IleavVs orient gate, forth on her progress comes 
Aurora smiling, and her purple lamp 72 

Lifts high o’er earth and sea ; while, all unveil’d. 
The vast horizon on Amyntor’s eye 
Pours full its scenes of wonder, wildly great. 
Magnified!}? various. From tbs sleep 
h 3 
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Diffus’d immense in rolling prospect lay 
The northern deep: amidst, from space to space. 
Her num’rous isles, rich gems of Albion’s crown, 
As slow th* ascending mists disperse in air, 80 
Shoot gradual from her bosom ; and beyond. 

Like distant clouds blue-floating on the verge 
Of cv’ning skies, break forth the dawning hills. 

A thousand landscapes barren some and bare, 

Rock pil'd on rock, amazing, up to heav’n, 

Of hoi rid grandeur: some with sounding ash, 

Or oak broad-shadowing, or the spiry growth 
Ol waving pine high-plum’d, and all beheld 
Moie lovely in the sun’s adorning beam, 

Who iio\n, fair rising o’er yon eastern cliff, 90 
The vernal verdure tinctures gay with gold- 

Meanwhile Auielius, wait’d from sweet repose, 
Repose that Tetnp’tance sheds in timely dews 
On all who live to her, his mournful guest 
Came forth to hail, as hospital rites 
And Virtue’s rule enjoin; but first to him. 
Spring of all charity, who gay© the heart 
With kindly sense to glow, his mattin son, 
Inferior duty^thus the sage address’d : 99 

• Fountain of light] from whom yon oiicnt sun 
Fir«t drew his splendour; Source oflife and lose! 
Whose simlc now wakes o’er earth's rekindling 
face 

The boundless blush of spring ; O, First and Best! 
Thy essence tbo* from human sight and search, 
Though from the xlimb of All created thought 
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• Ineffably remov’d, yet man himself, 

4 Thy lowest child of reason, man may read 
‘ Unbounded pow’r, intelligence supreme, 

4 The Maker's hand, on all his works impress'd, 

4 In characters coeval with the sun, 110 

4 And with the sun to last; from world to world, 

4 From age to age, in cv'ry clime, disclos’d, 

4 Sole revelation through all time the same. 

4 Hail, universal Goodness! with full stream 
4 For ever flowing from beneath the throne 
4 Thro' earth, air, sea, to all things that have life; 

4 From all that live on earth, in air and sea, 

4 The great community of Nature’s sons, 

4 To thee, first Father, ceaseless praise ascend ! 

4 And in the rev’rcm hvmn my grateful voice 

* Be duly heard, among thy works not least, 121 
4 Nor lowest, sfcith intelligence inform'd, 

4 To know thee and adore; with free-will crown'd, 
4 Where sutuc leads to follow and be blcss’d. 

4 Cl whether by thy prime decree ordain'd 
4 To days of future life ; or whether now 
4 'I he mortal hour is instant, still vouchsafe, 

4 r.vjent and friend, to guide me blameless on 
4 Through this dark scene of error and of ill, 

4 'I hy truth to light me, and thy peace to cheer: 

4 Ail else, of me musk'd, thy will supreme 1 81 
4 Withhold or grant, and let that will be done 
This frotn^the soul in silence brrath’d sincere, 
1 he hill's steep side with finji elastic step 
ilc ii&blfr scal’d ; such health the frugal lioard. 
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The morn’s fresh breath that exercise respirts 
In mountain walks, and conscience free from blame. 
Our life’s best cordial, can through age prolong. 
Thfre, lost in thought, and self-ahandon’d, lay 
The man unknown, nor heard approach his host, 
Nor rais’d his drooping head. Aurelius, mov’d 
Bv soft compassion, which the savage scene, 142 
Shut up and barr’d amid surrounding seas 
From human commerce, quicken’d into sense 
Of sharper sorrow, thus apart began : 

1 O sight, that from the eye of Wealth or Pride, 

1 Ev’n in their hour of vainest thought, might draw 

* A feeling tear 1 whom yesterday beheld 

* By love and fortune crown’d, of all possess’d 
4 That fancy, tranc’d in fairest vision, dreams; 

4 Now lost to all, each hope that softens life, 151 
' Each bliss that cheers ; there on the damp earth 
spread 

4 Beneath beav'n unknown, behold him sow ! 

4 And let the gay, tbe fortunate, the great, 

* The proud, be taught what now the wretched 

feci, 

4 The happy havj; to fear. O man forlorn! 

4 Too plain I read thy heart, thy fondpefl? drawn 
4 To this sad scene, to sights that but inflame 
4 Its tender anguish — * 

4 Hear me, Heav’n,* exclaim’d v 150 

The frantic mourner. 4 Could that aggtaah rise 
4 To madness and to mortal agony, 

* I yet would bless my fate; by one kind aaai. 
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1 Trom what I feel the keener pangs *f iJiought 
‘ For ever freed. To me the sun is lost; 

‘ '1 o me the future flight of days and years 
1 Is darkness, is despair — But who complains 
‘ Forgets that he cin die. O, sainted Maid! 

* I or such m hcav’n thou art, if from thy seat 

* Of holy rest, bevond these changeful skies, 170 
1 If names on earth most sacred once and dear, 

* A lover and a friend, if yet these names 

* Can wake thy pity, dart one guiding ray 

4 1 o light me where, in cave or creek, are thrown 
4 1 hy lifeless limbs, that I — O grief supreme! 

4 O fate remorseless 1 was thy lover sav’d 
4 For such a task ? — that I those dear remains 
4 With maiden rites adorn’d, at last may lodge 
4 Beneath the hallow’d vault, and weeping there 
4 O'er thy cold Wn, await the hour to close 180 
4 1 hesc eyes in peace, and mix this dust with thiooP 
4 Such, and so due,* rcply’d the cordial friend 
In Pity’s look and language, * such, alas! 

4 Were late my thoughts : whate’er the human 
heart 

* Can roost ailUcf, grief, agony, despair, 

4 Have all beep mine, and with alternate war 

* This bosom ravag’d. Harken then, good Youth * 
1 My story mark, and from another’s fate, 

4 Preeminently wretched, learn thy own, 

4 Sad as it aoensa, to balance and to bear. }90 
4 im me a man behold w hose mono serene, 

* Whose noon of better life, w uh honor spent, 
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1 In virtyaut purpose or in honest act, 

• Drew fair distinction on my public namfc 
4 From those among mankind, the nobler ffew, 

•* Whose praise is fame; but there, in that true 
source 

4 Whence happiness with purest stream descends, 

4 In home-found peace and love, supremely bless’d! 
4 Union of hearts, consent of wedded wills, 

4 By friendship knit, by mutual faith secur’d, ?00 
4 Our hopes and fears, out *arth and heav’n, the 
same I 

4 At last, AmynioH in my failing age 
4 Fall’n from such height, and s^ith the felon betd, 
4 Robbers and c/at laws, number’d — thought that 
still ‘ i 

4 Stings deep the heart, and clothes the cheek with 
shame I 

4 Then doom’d to feci what Guilt alone should 
fear, 

4 The hand of public vengeance ; arm’d by rage, 

4 Not justice! rais’d to injure, not redress ; 

4 To rob, not guard ; to ruin, not defend: 

4 And all, O sov’reign Reason! all deriv’d, SKY 

* From pow'r that claims that warrant to do wrong! 

* A right divine to violate unblam’d 

4 Each law, each rule, that, by himself observ’d, 

4 The God prescribes whose sanction kings pretend! 
4 O Charles! O Monarch ! in long exile train’d, 

* Whose hopeless years th* op presort hand to 

know 
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• How hateful and how hard; thyself reliev’d, 

4 Now hear, thy people, groaning under wrongs 

• Of equal load, abjure thee by those days 

• Of want and woe, of danger and despair, 220 
4 As Hcav'n has thine, to pity their distress! 

4 Yet from the plain good meaning of my heart 
4 Be far th’ unhallow’d licence of abuse: 

4 Be far the bitterness of saintly zeal, 

4 7 hat, impious hid behind the patriot’s name, 

4 Masks hate and malice to the legal throne, 

4 In justice founded, circumscrib’d by laws, 

‘ 7 he prince to guard — but guard the people too; 
‘ Chief one prime good to guard inviolate, 

4 Soul of all worth, and sum of human bliss, 230 
4 Fair Freedom ! birthright of all thinking kinds, 

4 Reason’* great charter, from no king deriv'd, 

• By none to be reclaim’d, man’s right divine, 

4 Which God who gave indelibly pronounc'd. 

4 But if disclaiming this his hcav'nown’d right, 
4 This first, best, tenure by which monarch! rule; 
4 If, meant the blessing, he becomes the bane, 

4 7 he wolf, not shepherd, of his subject flock, 

4 To grind and tear, not shelter and protect, 239 
4 Wide wasting where he reigns— rt© such a prince 
4 Allegiance kept were treason to mankind, 

4 And loyalty revolt from Virtue's law : 

4 And say, Amyntor I does just Hcav'n enjoin 
4 1 hat we should homage hell ? or bend the knee 
4 To earthquake or volcano when they rage. 
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4 Rend earth’s firm frame, and in one boundless 
grave 

1 Ingulph their thousands? Yet, O grief to tell! 

4 Yet such, of late, o’er th'-s devoted land 

* Was public rule. Our servile stripes and chains, 

4 Our sighs and groans rebounding from the steep 

1 Of ■wintry lull, or waste untravell’d heath, 251 
4 Last refuge of our wretchednscs, not guilt, 

1 Proclaim’d it loud to heav’n: the arm of Pow’r 
4 Extended fatal but to crush the head 
4 It ought to screen, or with a parent's love 
4 Reclaim from error ; not with deadly hate, 

4 The tyrant’s law, exterminate who err. 

4 In this wide ruin were my fortunes sunk ; 

1 Myself, as one contagious to his kind, 

4 Whom nature, whom the social hie, renouuc’d, 

* Unsummon’d, unimpleaded, was to death, 

* To shameful death* adjudg’d; against my head 
4 The price of blood proclaim’d, and at my heels 

* Let loose the murd’rous cry df human hounds: 

* And this blind fury of corrfmission’d rage, 

4 Of party vengeance, to a fatal foe, 

1 Known and abhorr’d for deeds of direst name, 

4 Was giv’n in charge ; a foe whom blood -stain'd 
zeal 

4 For what — O bear it not, all-righteous Hea\’n! 
4 Lett ihy rous'd thunder burst— for what was 
deem'd 270 

4 Religion's cause, bad savag'd to a brute 
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4 More deadly fell than hunger ever stung 
4 To prowl in wood or wild. His band he arm'd, 
4 Sons of perdition, miscreants with all guilt 
4 Familiar, and in each dire art of death 
4 Train’d ruthless up: as tigers on their prey, 

4 On my defenceless lands those fiercer heasts 
4 Devouring fell j nor that sequester'd shade, 278 
4 1 hat sweet recess, where Love and Virtufc long 
4 In happy league had dwelt, which War itself 
4 Beheld with rcv’rence, could their fury 'scape ; 

4 Despoil’d, defac’d, and wrapt in wasteful flames : 
4 for flame and rapine their consuming march 
4 from hill to vale by daily ruin mark’d. 

4 So, borne by winds along, in baleful cloud, 

4 Embody’d locusts from the wing descend 
4 On herb, fruit, flow’r, and kill the np’ning year, 
4 While, waste behind, destruction on their track 
4 And ghastly famine wait. Mv wife and child 
4 He dragg’d, ihe ruffian dragg’d — O Heav’n ! do I, 
4 A nian, survive to tell ii? At the hour 291 
4 Sacred to rest, amid the sighs and tear* 

4 Of all who saw and curs’d his coward rage, 

4 He forc’d, unpitving, from their midnjght-btd, 

4 By menace, or by torture, from their fear* 

4 My last retreat to learn, and still detain* 

4 Beneath his roof ac curs’d that best of wive*, 

4 Emilia 1 and our only pledge of love, 

4 My blooming Theodora ! — Manhood there 
4 And nature bled-r— Ah I let not busy thought 
4 Search thither, hut avoid the fatal coast : 30 1 

l 
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• Discov’ry there once more my peace of mind 

* Might wreck, once more to desperation sink 

* My hopes in Heav’n.’ He said; but, Q sad 

Muse ! 

Can all thy moving energy of pow’r 
To shake the heart, to freeze th* arrested blood. 
With words that weep and strains that agonize ; 
Can a)l this mournful magic of thy voice 308 
Tell what Arnyptor feels ? ‘ O Heav’n ! art thou — 

• What have I heard ? — Aurelius ! art thou he ?— 
4 Confusion 1 horror’ — that roost wrong’d of men! 
4 And, O roost wretched too ! alas I no more, 

4 No more a father- — on that fatal flood 
4 Thy Theodora!’ — At these words he fell; 

A deadly cold rap freezing through his veins. 

And life was on the wing her loath’d abode 

For ever to forsake. As on his way 

The traveller, from heav'n by lightning struck, 

Is fix'd at once immoveable, bis eye 

With terror glaring wild, his suiT’ning limbs 32Q 

In sudden marble bound ; so stood, so look’d. 

The hean-sroote parent at this ulc of death, 
Haif-utter’d, yet too plain. No sigh to rice. 

No tear had force to flow ; his senses all. 
Through all their pow'rs, suspended, and subdu'd 
To chill amazement. Silence for a space— 

Sueh dismal silence saddens earth and sky 
Ere first the thunder breaks— on cither a id* 

Fill’d up this interval severe. 4§ last. 

As from mmc vis ton that to fluency fp m 934 
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The sleeper's brain, Amvntor, waking wild, 

A poniard, hid beneath his various robe, 

Drew furious forth — * Me, me,' he cry’d, on me 

* Let all thy wrongs be visited, and thus 

* My horrors endl’ — then madly would have 

plung’d 

The weapon’s hostile point. His lifted arm 
Aurelius, though with deep dismay, and dread, 
And anguish shook, yet his superior soul 
Collecting, and resuming all himself, 

Seiz’d sudden ; then perusing with strict eye 340 
And beating heart Arriyntor's blooming form, 

Nor from his air or feature gath’ring aught 
To wake remembrance, thus at length bespoke: 

• O dire attempt ! wboe'ef thou art, yte stay 

* Thy hand self-violent, nor thus to guilt,' 

* If guilt is thine, accumulating add 

4 A crime that nature shrinks from, arid to which 

* Hear’n has indulg’d no mercy. SoeVcign Judge I 

* Shall man first violate the law divine, 

4 That plac'd him here dependent on thy nod, 

* Resign’d, nnmuiWring to await hit hour 351 

* Of fair dismission Rente • thill min do (hit, 

4 Then dart tby pretence, rath into thy fight, 

* Red with the sin and recent from the stain 

4 Of oorepemed blood? Call heme thy tense; 

* Know what thou art, and own hit hand mow jOst 

* Rewarding or afflicting — Bat my ott: 

* My toad yat tfOmbling at thy frantic deed, 

« Recall* dtf wotritf recall* their diie Import : 

I* 
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‘ They urge me on, they bid me ask no more— % 

1 Whaj would 1 ask? my Theodora’s fate, 3 6 1 
‘ Ah me ! is known too plain. Have I then smn’d, 

* Good Heav’n ! beyond all grace ? — But shall I 

blame 

4 His rage of grief, and in myself admit 
4 Its wild excess. Iieav’n gave her to my wish; 

* That gift Hcav’n has resum’d ; righteous in both : 
1 For both h*s providence be ever bless’d !’ 

By shame repress’d, with rising wonder fill'd, 
Amyntor, slow-recov’nng into thought, 

Submissive on bis knee the good man’s hahd 370 
Grasp’d close, and bore with ardour to his lips: 
Hit eye, where fear, confusion, rev’rence, spoke, 
Through swelling tears, what language cannot tell, 
Now rose to meet, now shunn’d the Hermit’s glance 
Shot awful at him, till the various swell 
Of passion ebbing, thus he falt’ring spoke: 

4 What hast thou done? why sav’d a wretch 
unknown ? 

* Whom knowing cv'n thy goodnes must abhor. 

* Mistaken man! the honor of thy name, 379 
4 Thy love, truth, duty, all must be my foes. 

4 I am — Aurelius S turn that look aside, 

4 That brow of terror, while this wretch can say, 

4 Abhorrent say, he is — -Forgive me, Heav’n I 

* Forgive me, Virtue 1 if I would renounce 

* Whom Nature bids me rev’rence — by her hood 
4 Rolando's son 1 by your more taped tie*- ■ 

* As (p his crimes an alien to his Wood* 
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‘ For crimes like his——* 

44 Rolando’s son ! Just Heav’n 1 
44 Ha ! here ? and in my pow'r ? a war of thoughts, 
“ All terrible arising, shakes my frame 3^1 
44 With double conflict. By one stroke to reach 
44 The father’s heart, tho* seas are spread between, 
44 Were great revenge ! — Away ! revenge? on 
whom ? 

44 Alas ! on my own soul, by rage betray’d 
44 Ev’n to the erime my reason most condemns 
44 In him who ruin’d me.” Deep-mov’d he spoke, 
And his own poniard o’er the prostrate youth 
Suspended held; hut as the welcome blow, 399 
With arms display'd, Amyntor seem’d to court, 
Behold m sudden confluence gath’ring round 
The natives stood, whom kindness hither drew, 
The man unknown with each relieving aid 
Of love and care, as ancient rites ordain, 

To suecouT and to serve. Before them came 
Montano, venerable rage ! whose head 
The hand of Time with twenty winters* snow' 

Had showYd, and to whose intellectual eye 
Futurity, behind her cloudy veil, 

Stands in fair light disclos’d. Him, after pause, 
Aurelius drew apart, and in his care 4 1 i 

Amyntor plac'd, to lodge him and secure ; 

To save him from himself, as one with grief 
Tempestuous, and with rage, distemper'd deep : 
Thu done, not wafting far reply, alone 41 A 

He sought tho v*lc, and bis calm cottage gain'd. 

i 3 
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Kilda’s southern hills their summit lift 
With tripple fork to hcav’n, the mounted sun 
Fullj'iifl&m the midmost, shot in dazzling stream 
IlisjroOn-tide ray ; and now, in lowing train, 

Were seen slow-pacing westward o’er the vale 
The milky mothers, foot pursuing foot, 

And nodding as they move, their oozy meal 
The bitter healthful heibage of the shore. 

Around its recks to graze* * * ; for, strange to tell ! 
The hour of ebb, though ever varying found, IQ 
As yon pale plane' wheels from day to day 
Her course inconstant, their sure instinct feels. 
Intelligent of times, by Heav’n’s own hand, 

To all its creatures equal in its care, 

Unerring mov’d. These signs observ’d, that guide 
To labour and repose a simple race, 

These native signs to due repast at noon, 

Frugal and plain, had warm’d the temp’rate isle. 
All but Aurelius : he, unhappy man 1 
By Nature’s voice solicited in vain, 20 

Nor hour observ'd, nor d»e repast partook, 

• The eowi often fwd on the mljf* manni, and they can dii- 

tiA|uuti evictly the «i4c orVt»b Irom the tWc or flood, thoufh, 
at the two.* time, iVy are mn wnhtn e»e* u ih« atom. Whoa 

the Title ha* ebbed about rwt> hour*, rtwa they *trer tSeir i®ur#e 

dl/tcrtr to the u forest shore, in their nmal order, n*»aMr ann* 
then I h»fl urmiu-i ».> m*he Mu* oboersautm thtftoeajlie* us 
Mtwevfc. jtfoit**** fr«st«n* Jtk» «jf .Swfl*i*4 
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The child no more ! the mother’s fate untold! 
Both in black prospect rising to his eye-*- 
’Twas anguish there; ’twas here distracting doubt 1 
Yet after long and painful conflict borne, 

Where Nature, reason, oft the doubtful scale 
Inclin’d alternate, summoning each aid 
That virtue lends, and o’er each thought infirtn 
Superior rising, in the might of him 
Who strength from weakness, as from darkness 
light, 30 

Omnipotent can draw, again resign’d, 

Again he sacrific’d to Hcav’n’s high will 
Each soothing weakness of a parent’s breast, 

The sigh soft mem’ry prompts, the tender tear. 
That streaming o’er an object lov’d and lost 
With mournful magic tortures and delights, 
Relieves us while it sweet oppression loads, 

And, by admitting, blunts the sting of Woe. 

As reason thus the mental storm seren’d, 39 
And through the darkness shot her sun-bright ray, 
That strengthens, while it cheers, behold from far 
AmyittOr slow approaching ! on his front. 

O’er each sunk feature, so now had diffus’d 
Attraction iweetly tad : his noble port, 

Majestic in distress, Aurelius mark’d. 

And, unresisting felt his bosom flow 
With* social stmmat. Straight before the door 
Of ha* motft-silm’d cell they sat them down 
In co«mervi*w ; and thus the youth began: ^ 

• With priest w, with c*l 4 asterisk mrik 
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1 Anyntor’s story: then, as Justice km, SI 
1 On either hand her equal balance weigh) 

1 4$poivc bin or condemn— -But, oh ! may I 
1 Agpther's name, when truth forbids to praise, 

' Unblam’d pronounce ? that nunc to ev'ry son 
1 By Heav'n made sacred, and by Nature’s hand 
1 With honor, doty, love, her triple pole, 

1 Fenc’d strongly round, to bar the rude approach 
1 Of each irrev’rent thought. — These eyes, ala* 1 
1 The curs'd effects of sanguinary zeal 60 

1 Too near beheld, its madness how eat reuse, 

1 How blind its fury, by the prompting priest, 

1 Each tyrant’s ready instrument of ill, 

1 Train’d oa to holy mischief: scene abborr’d! 

1 Fell Cruelty let loose in Mercy’s name ; 

1 Intolerance, while o’er the free-born mind 
1 Her heaviest chains were cast, her iron scourge 
1 Severest bung, yet daring to appeal 
1 That Pow'r whose law is meekness, and for deeds 
1 Tbit outrage heav’n belying Heav’n’s command. 

4 Flexile of will, misjudging, though sincere, 

1 Rolando caughj the spread infection, plung’d 71 
1 Implicit into guilt, and headlong urg'd 
1 His course unjust to violence and rage» 

1 Unmanly rage ! when nor the charm divine 
1 Of beauty, nor the matron’s taped age, 

4 Secure from wrongs could innodflbe secure, 

* Found rev’renee or distinction: yet, suotaao’d 

* By con s cious worth within, the match lorn fair 

1 Their threatening he, impe it o om e ntrJrt d m*xn, 
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4 And death denounc’d, unshrinking, unsubdu’d 

* JTo murmur or complaint, superior bore, 8JT 

* With patient hope, with fortitude resign’d, 

4 Not built on pride, not courting vain applause; 

4 But calmly constant, without effort great, 

( What reason dictates, and what Heav’n approves. 

1 But how proceed, Aurelius P in what sound* 

‘ Of gracious cadence, of assuasive pow’r, 

1 My further story clothe ? O could I steal 

* Trom Harmony her softest-warbled strain 90 
4 Of niching air, or Zephyr’s vernal voice, 

1 Or Philomela's song, when love dissolves 
4 To liquid blandishment his ev’ning lay, 

* All nature smiling round I then might I speak; 

4 Then might Amyntor, unoffending, tell 

4 How unperceiv’d and secret through his breast, 

1 As morning rises o’er the midnight shade, 

1 What first was ow’d humanity to botk f 
4 Assisting piety and tender thought, 

4 Grew swift and silent into love for ont\ 100 
4 My sole offence— if love can then offend 
4 When virtue lights and rev’rence gqprds its flame. 

4 O Theodora l who thy world of charms, 

1 That soul of sweetness, that soft glow of youth, 

1 Warm on thy cheek, and beaming from thine eye, 
4 Unmov’d could see ? that thgniry of ease, 

4 That Mce of air, by happy nature thine 1 
4 For til im thee was native ; from within 
4 S po n t a neous flawing, as some equal uream* 109 
1 From its unfaihqg source t and then, too, seen 
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9 Ifl milder lights ; but Sorrow’s shading huld 

• Touch’d into pow’r more exquisitely soft, 

• By tew* Adorn’d, intended by distress, 

• O sweetness without name ; when Love look* 6t1 

• With Pity’s melting eye, that to the soul 

• Endears, ennobles, her whom Fate afflicts, 

• Or Fortune leaves unhappy I passion then 

• Refines to virtue ; then a purer train 

9 Of Heav’ntinspir’d emotions, undebas’d 

• By self-regard, or thought of due return, 120 
9 The breast expanding, all its pow’rs exalt 

•To emulate what reason best conceives 

• Of love celestial, whose prevenient aid 

• Forbids approaching ill, or gracious draws, 

• When the lone heart with anguish inly bleeds* 

• From pain if* sting, iis bitterness from woe 1 

* By this plain courtship of the honest heart 
9 To pity mov’d, at length my pleaded vowa 

• The gentle maid with uO reluctant ear 129 

• Would oft* admit ; w6uld oft endearing crowd 

• With smiles of kind astern, mitb looks that apokt, 

• k blushing jpfuscas, her Chaste bosom touch'd 

• To mutual Imre. O Fortune's fairest hour I 
9 O teen, but not enjoy’d ; juat bail’d add lorn 

• Um Eatt’ring hrigbt ueu 1 The n dora ’t form, 

9 Event adorn'd 1 had c a u g ht Rolando’s eyes 
9 And lost, if mild Demre* of Fancy bon* 

9 By furious pamians nam'd, that aaaa Od afetit 
9 hshau sell love bis nuhbetu tea* 4moh*4 
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* To transient goodness. But tpy thought shrinks 

back 140 

* Reluctant to proceed ; and filial awe, 

‘ With pious hand, would o'er a parent*! crime 

* The veil of silence and oblivious night 

1 Permitted throw. His impious suit rspell'd, 

4 Aw’d from her eye, and from her lip severe 

* Dash'd with indignant scorn each harbo^d 

thought 

4 Of soft emotion or of social sense, 

* Love, pity, kindness, alien to a soul 

4 That bigot rage imbosoms, fled at once, 

4 And all the savage re assum'd his breast. 150 
4 'Tis just,* he cry'd, 4 who thus invitee disdain, 
4 Deserves repulse } he who, by «Uve4ike arts, 

4 Would meanly steal what force may nobler take, 
4 And, greatly daring, dignify the deed. 

* When next we meet, our mutual blush to span, 
4 Thine from dissembling, from base flacPry mine, 
4 Shall he my care. This threat, by brutal scora 
4 Keen'd and imbitterM, terrible to both, 

* To one ptov'd fatal. Silent-wasting grief, 

4 The mortal worm that on Emil*’* frame 140 
4 Had prey'd onsets, now deep through all bar 
pow'rs 

4 Its poison spread, and kilt'd their vital giowil. 

4 SickHsing, she sunk beneath this double wei ght 
- Of shams and horror.*— Dare 1 pet proceed I 
4 Aurelias I O most injur'd of mwbindl 
4 Shall ptt my tale, suspertting, add 
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^fckwoc new anguish “and to grief despair? — 
jSflK is no more ! ' 

^O^Providenee severe !” 169 

Aurelrus smote his breast, and groaning ery’d ; 

But curb’d a second groan, repell’d the voice 
Of frfcward grief, and to the Will supreme, 

In justice awful, lowly bending his, 

Nor 1 sigh,' nor murmur, nor repining plaint, 

By all the war of nature though assail’d, 

Escap’d his lips, 4 What ! shall we from HeavVs 
graCC 

4 With life receiving happiness, our share 
4 -Of ill refuse ? and are afflictions aught 
4 But meTcics in disguise ? th’ alternate cup, 

4 Medicinal though bitter, and prepar’d 180 
4 By Love’s own hand for salutary ends. 

4 But were they ills indeed, can fond Complaint 
4 Arrest the wing of Timc ? Can Grief command 
4 This noon*day sun to roll his flaming orb 
4 Back to yon eastern coast, and bring again 
1 The hours of yesterday ? or from the womb 
4 Of that unsounded deep the. hury’d corse 
4 To light and life restore.? Bless’ d pair ! farewell ! 
1 Yet, yet a few short days of crcing grief, 

4 Of human fondness sighing in the breast, 190 

* And sorrow is no mote. Now, gentle Youth ! 

* And let me call thee Son, (for, O! that name 

4 Thy faith, thy friendship, thy true ponaon borne 

* Of pains for me too sadly have desen-’d) 

* On with thy ulc; *ti* nync when Hcav’n afflicts 
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* To hearken ami adore.’ The patient man 
"1 bus spoke , Am\ntor thus his siorv clos’d: 

‘ As dumb with anguish tournl the bed of death 
' Weeping vve knelt, to nunc she faintly rais’d 
4 Her closing eyes, then fixing in cold ga/e, 2T)0 
4 On Theodora's face — “ 0 save my child 1 '* 

4 She said; and, shrinking from her pillow, slept 
‘ Without a groan, a pang. In hallow’d earth 
' I saw her shrowded , hade eternal peace 
1 Her shade receive, and with the truest tears 

* Affection ever wept her dust bedew’d. 

‘ What then rtmam’d for honour or for love ^ 

4 What but that scene of siolcue to flv, 

‘ With guilt profan’d, and terrible with death, 

4 Rolando’s fatal roof Late at the hour, 210 
‘ When shade and silence o’er this nether oib 
4 With diowsirst influt nee rt ign, the warning moon 
‘ As; ending mournful in die midnight sphere, 

‘ On t hat drear spot within whose t lvcru’d womb 
4 Lni.lij ships, and by the turf that veils 
4 Her honouiM clav, alone and kneeling there 
4 I found my 1 hcodora 1 tbiill’d with awe, 

4 With satrtd terror, whfl js the time, the place, 

4 Pour’d on us, sadlv-solIjSi, I too Kent 219 
4 My trembling knee, and lock’d in her’s my band 
4 Across her parent’s g*-jve. Bv ibis dread scene! 
4 Bv night’s pale regent 1 by yon’ glorious tram 

* Of cvcsMTioMng fiars that round h.r burn 1 

* By Death’s daik empire! bv the sheeted dust 

* "i hat once was man, now moulu’rtrg bcie below r 

MUUI. K. 
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4 But 'chief by her’s, at whose nocturnal tomb 
4 RevVent we kneel ' and by her nobler part, 

* Th’ unbodyM spmt hov'ung near, perhaps 

* As witness to our vows f nor time nor chance, 

4 Nor aught but Death’s inevitable hand, 230 
4 Shall e’er diwde oui loves. — I led her thence, 

4 To uheie, safe station’d in a secret bay, 

4 Rough of (Usant, and brown with pendant pines 
4 Thai mm inur’d to the gale, our bark was moor’d. 
4 Wt sail'd- — But, O mv father 1 can I speak 
4 W hat \et remains? yon’ ocean, bl \ck with storm ! 
4 It* useless sails rent from the groaning pint 1 
4 The speechless Crew, aghast 1 and that lost fair! 

4 Still, still 1 see her 1 feel her heart pant ihuk! 

* And hi pi her voice, in ardent vows to Hiav’n 

4 For me alone preferi’d , as on my arm 241 
4 Fxpirmg, si: king, wuh her lears she hung* 

4 1 kiss’d her pale cold check 1 wuh tears adjur'd, 

* And won at last with sums of proffer’d gold, 

4 The boldest mariner*, this precious chaige 

4 Instant to save, and m the skiff secur’d 

* 1 heir oars across ihc foamy flood to ply 

* With unremitting arm** I then prepar’d 

* To follow her — '1 htt4Nft>uu nt from the deck 

* A sr* swcll’d o’er, ard plung'd me in the gulf ; 

4 Nor me alone, its broad and billowing sweep 

4 M us. have involv’d her too. Mysterious Heav’u ! 

* Mv fatal love on her devoted head 253 

4 Drew down — it must be so! ihc judgment due 

* lo me aud muse ; or was Amy ox or sav'd 
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‘ Fv i its whole quiver of remaining wrath? 

‘ For storms moie fierce ? for pains of sharper 
sting ? 

4 And years of death to come ?* — Nor further voice 
Nor flowing tear his high-wrought gri^f supply’d ; 
With arms outspicad, with eyes in hopeiess gaze 
To hcav’n uplifted, moiiorJ'^s a id mute 261 
He stood, the mournful semblance of Despair. 

The lamp of day, tho’ from mid-noon declin’d, 
Still flaming with full ardour, shot oi' earth 
Oppressive brightness round, till in soft stream, 
From Ocean’s bosom his light vapours drawn, 
With grateful intervention o'er the sky 
Their veil diffusive spread, the scene abroad. 
Soft-shadowing vale and plain and dazzling hill. 
Aurelius with his guest the western clifF 270 
Ascending slow, beneath its marble roof. 

From whence in double stream a lucid source 
Roll’d sounding forth, and where with dewy wing 
Fresh breeze, play’d, sought refuge and repose, 
Till cooler hours arise. The subject isle 
Her \ illagr capital, where Health and Peace 
Are tutelary gods; her imall domain 
Of arable and pasture, vein’d with streams 
T hai branching bear refreshful moisture on 
To held and mead; her siraw-roof ’d temple rude. 
Where Pictv, not Pride, adoring kneels, 281 
Fay full in vicwjpfrom scene to scene around 
Aurelius gaz’d, and, siyhing, thus began; 

4 Not we alone; alas! in e\Vy clime 

s. 2 
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4 The human race are sons of soirow born; 

Heirs of tiansmittcd labour j.jc! disease, 

4 Of pain and grief, from sire to son dt liv’d, 

1 AH base their nioui nLl portion, all must beai 
4 1 h’ impos’d tondition of iliur monal state, 

4 Visnssiindc ofsuH’nng. Cast thuic eye 2 f MJ 
4 When \oijricr \ ak , ' mviiUT, sloping spreads 
4 I nil to the moon-tide beam i,ia pmnrose lap, 

4 I 1 join hence due cast.’ Annutor look’d, and 
saw, 

Not \Mthout wonder at a sight so stange, 

M liere thrice tbit - females, earnest each and arm’d 

Wi h nual instruments, the soil prepai’d 

Tot future hat vest. 1 hese the trenchant spade, 

T o turn the mould and break the adhesive clods, 
}m plow'd assiduous; those, with equal pace, 

Am! arm alternate, stress’d its fresh lap white 
With fruitful Ceres; while, in train behind, 

1 luce more th’ incumbent harrow heavy on 302 
OVt- 1 'hom’d dit'w, and c'os’d the toilsome Usk. 

4 Behold^* Aurelius thus his speech renew’d: 

4 From that' wit sex, too delicately fram’d 
1 For toils lilu. these, the task of rougher man, 

* What set nccewhs demands srvere. 

4 '1 wi'u suns lute purpled these encircling hill* 

* With oitctu beams, as mans nights along 

4 1 hnr dewy summit* drawn th’ alternate veil 
1 Of daiknrss, since, in unpiop4||DUJt hour, 311 
4 ! he husbands of those widow'd mates, who now 

* J. oi both mu i Ltxnir, launch’d, in quest of food, 
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4 Then island-skiff adventurous on the d^?p t 
4 Them, while the sweeping net secure thev plung’d 
‘ The finny race to snare, whose foodful shoals 
4 Each creek and bay innumerable ciowd, 

‘ As annual on from shore to shore they move 
4 In wat’ry caravan, then, thus intent, 319 

4 Dark from the south a gust of furious wind, 

* Upspnnging, drove to sea, and left in tears 

* T his little world of brothers and of friends* 

4 But when, at ev’ning hour, disjointed planks, 

4 Borne on the surging tide, and broken oars, 

‘ To sight, with fatal certainly, reveal’d 
‘ T he wreck before surmis’d, one genhal groan 
‘ T o htas’n ascending, spoke the gen’ral breast 
4 With sharpest anguish pierc’d. Their ceaseless 
plaint, 

4 Thro’ these hoarse rocks on this resounding shore, 
4 At morn was heard, at midnight, too, were seen, 
1 Disconsolate on each chill mountain’s height 331 
‘ I he mourners spread, exploring land and sea 

* With eager gaze — till from yon’ lesser isle, 

4 Yon’ round of moss-clad hills, Borers nam’d— 

4 Full north, behold! above the soaring lark 
‘ Its dizzy cliffs aspire, hang round and white 
4 With curling misis — at least from yon’ hoar bills* 
4 Inflaming the brown air with sudden blaze 

* And ruddy undulation, thrice mree fires, 

* Like meteors waving in a moonless sky, 340 
4 Our eyes, yet unbelieving, saw distinct, 

4 Successive kindled, and from night to night 

& 3 
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‘IjR-encw’d continuous. Jov, with wild cxcevs, 

4 Took her gay turn to rugn , and Nature now 

* Fiom rapture wept, vet ever and anon 

* By sad conjectuie damp’d, and anxious thought 

* I low from yon’ rocky puson to release 

* Whom the deep sea immures (their only boat 

* Destroy’d) and whi w th* inevitable siege 

4 Of hunger must assault: but hope sustains 350 

* The human heart, and now their faithful wives, 

4 With lovotaught skill and vigour not their own, 

4 On yonder field the autumnal year prepare*.’ 

" Aimntor, who tiie tale distressful heaid 
With sympathizing sorrow-, on himself, 

On his sevaci fate, now- pond’ring deep, 

Wrapt b\ sad thought* the hill unheeding Icfr, 
Andre .till’d, with sweiung step, ihe distant stiand. 
Above, around, in cloudy aides wheel’d, 

Oi sailing level on the polar gale 360 

'i hat cool with ev’ning rove, a thousand wings, 

The summer nations of these pregnant rlilfs, 

Plav’d spoil I VC round, and to the sun outspread 
'1 heir v jiious f#^nage, or in wild notes haul’d 
His parent-beam that animstes and cheers 
All living kinds; he, glorious from amidst 
A pomp of golden clouds, ih* Atlantic flood 
Beheld oblique, and o’er iu azure breast 
Wil’d one unblended blush ; a scene to ttrik* 

• Hm author who rriitts thu story odds, that thr-prodoee Of 
irate that rmm was Uc must pkntUul U»cv had *ec for many 
j can beowt*. V*dt Utfri**’* Descriptor* the WpUrn Mm 

*/ ***«•* 
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Both car and eye with wonder and delight! 370 
But lost to outwaid sense, Amyntor pars’d 
Rtgaidkss on, through other walks convey'd 
Of Laicful prospect, which pale Fancy rais’d 
Incessant to herself, and sabled o’er 
W uh darkest night, meet region for despair* 

7 ill northward, where the rock its sea-wash’d base 
Ptopcts athwart and shuts the hounded scene, 
Rounding its point, he rais’d his eye and saw, 

At dis ance save, descending on the shore, 379 
Forth from their anchor’d boat, of men unknown 
A double band, who by their gestures s'ra. ge 
'Iheie fix’d uith wond’nng; for at once they knelt 
With hards upheld, at once to head’ll, as s. en.’d, 
One gen’ral hymn pour’d forth of vocal pr.ust* ) 

J hen slowly rising, forward mov’d their step* : 
Slow as they mov’d, behold! amid the train, 

On nthei side supported, onward came, 

Pale, and of piteous look, a pensive maid. 

As one by vasting sieRness sore assn I’d, 

Or plung’d in grief profound— ‘Oh 1 a’l yePow’rs!* 
Amyntor, startling, cry’d, and shot hm soul 391 
In rapid glance before him on her faces 
‘ Illusion! no— it cannot be. My blood 
‘ Run* chill j my feet are rooted here — and fee f 
4 1 o mock my hopes, it wears her gracious form. 
‘The spirits who this ocean waste and wild 
* Still hover round, or walk these isles unites, 

‘ Pmenting oft* in pictur'd vision strange . 

‘ Tho dead or absent, have yon* shape admMf 
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■Su like my love, of unsubstantial air, 400 

"SUfiibodyM, featur’d, it with all her charms — 
'And, lo ! behold! its eyes are fix’d on mine 
*j With gaze transported — Ha 1 she faints, she falls !* 
He ran, he flew ; his clasping arms receiv’d 
Her sinking weight — ‘ O earth, and air, and sea* 

* ’Tis she, ’tis Theodora 1 PowT divine, 

4 Whose goodness knows no bound, thy hand is 
here, 

* Omnipotent m mercy '* As he spoke, 

Adown his check, through shiv’ring joy and doubt, 
The tcai fast-falling stream’d 4 My love' my life ! 
4 Soul of my wishes ' sav'd bevond all faith ! 4 1 1 
4 Return to life and me. O fly, my friends, 

4 Fly, and from yon’ translucent fountain bring 
4 The living stream. Thou dearer to my soul 
4 Than all the suniless wealth this sea entombs* 

* My Theodora' yet awake: ’us I, 

4 ’Tis poor Amyntor calls thee !’ At that name, 
That potent name, her spirit from the verge 418 
Of death recall'd, she, trembling, rais’d her eyes ; 
Trembling, his neck with eager grasp entwin’d, 
And murmur’d out his name, then sunk again ; 
Then swoon’d upon his bosom, through excess 
Of bliss unhop’d, too mighty for her frame. 

The rosebud thus, that to the beam serene 
Of morning glad unfolds her tender charms. 
Shrinks and expires beneath the noon-day blase. 

Moments of dread suspense — but soon to cease! 
For sow, while on her face these men unknown 
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i he stream, with cool aspersion, busy cast, 
iis eyes beheld, with wonder and amaze, 430 
fichcld in them — his friends* th’ advent’rous few, 
Who bore her to the skid ! whose daring skill 
Had sav’d her from the deep! As o’er her cheek 
Rekindling life, like morn, its life diffus’d 
In dawning purple, from their lips he Icarn’d 
How to yon’ isle, von’ round of moss-cHfd hills, 
Borera nam’d, before the tempest borne, 

These islanders, thrice three, then prison’d there, 
(So Heav’n ordain’d) with utmost peril run, 

With toil invincible, from shelve and rock 440 
1 heir boat preserv'd, and to this happy coast 
Its piow directed safe — He heard no more; 

I he rest alrcad known, his cv’ry sense, 
hs full-collected soul, on her alone 
vV as fix’d, was hung enraptur’d, while these sounds, 
This voice, as of an angel, pierc’d his ear. 

‘ Amymor ! O my life's recover’d hope! 

' My soul’s despair and rapture ! — can this be? 

* Am I on earth 1 and do these arms indeed 449 
1 hv real foim infold? T hou dreadful deep! 

Yc shores unknown! ye wild impending hills! 
Dare I vet hum my sense? — O ves, 'us he! 

’ I is he himself My eyes, my bounding heart 
Con r ess their living lord 1 What shall I say! 
How vent the boundless transport that expands 
My lab’ring thought ? ih* unutterable bliss, 

Joy, wonder/ gratitude, that pain to death 

• The breast they charm ? — Amymor, O support 
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1 This swimming brain! I would not now be torn 

* Again from life and thee, nor cause thy heart 

* A second pang.* At this dilated high 461 
The swell of joy, most fatal where its force 

Is felt more exquisite, a timely vent 
Now found, and broke in tender dews away 
Of heart-relieving tears. As o’er its charge, 
With sj^lt’nng wing, solicitously good, 

The guardian genius hovers, so the youth. 

On her lov’d fase assiduous and alarm’d, 

In silent fondness dwelt, while all his soul 
With trembling tenderness of hope and fear 470 
Pleasingly pain'd, was all employ’d for her; 

The rous'd emotions warring in her breast, 
Attempting, to compose, and gradual fit 
For further joy her soft impressive frame. 

4 O happy 1 though as yet thou know’st not half 
4 The bliss that waits thee! but, thou gentle maid, 
1 Whose sigh is pit), and whose smile is love, 

4 For all who joy or sorrow, arm thy breast 
4 With that best tcmp’rance, which from fond ex- 
cess 

* When rapture lifts to dang’rous height its pow’rs, 
4 Reflective guards. Know then — and let calm 

thought 481 

4 On svonder wait— safe refuge in this isle, 

4 Thy godlike father lives ! and, lo ! — but curb, 

4 Repress the transport that o’ei heaves thy heart $ 

4 *Tis he — look vonder — he, w hose rcvVend uepa 
4 The mountain’s side descend V — Abrupt from his 



Canto III. AMYNTOR AND THEODORA. 123 


Her hand she drew, and, as on wings upborne, 
Shot o’er the space between. He saw, he knew, 
Astonish’d knew, before him, on her knee, 

His Theodora! To his asms he rais’d 490 

3 he lost lov’d fair, and in his bosom press’d. 

‘My father!’ — “O my child!” at once they 
cry’d : 

Nor more: the rest ecstatic silence spokefl 
And Nature from ber inward scat of sense 
Beyond all utt’rance mov’d. On this blcss’d scene. 
Where emulous in either bosom strove 
Adoring gratitude, earth, ocean, air, 

Around with soft’ning aspect seem’d to smile. 

And Hcav’n, approving, look’d delighted down- 
Nor their’s alone this blissful hour; the joy, 
With instant flow, from shore to shore along 
Diffusive ran, and all th* exulting isle 502 

About the new-arriv’d was pour’d abroad, 

To hope long lost, by miracle resign’d! 

In each plain bosom Love and Nature wept; 
While each a sire, a husband, or a friend# 
Embracing held and kiss’d. 

Now, while the song, 

The choral hymn, in wildly-warbled notes, 

What Nature dictates when the full heart prompts. 
Best harmony, their grateful souls effus’d 5 1 1 
Aloud to heav’n, Montano, rev’rend seer ! 

(VVhote eye prophetic far through Time’s abyu 
(-ouid shoot its beam, and there the births of Fate, 
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Yet immature and in their causes hid, 

Illumin’d see) a space abstracted stood; 

His frame with sbiv’ry horror stirr’d, his eyes 
From outward vision held, and all the man 
Entranc’d m wonder at th* unfolding scene, 

On fluid air, as in a mirror seen, 520 

And glowing radiant, to his mental sight. 

4 ThrfJ fly 1* he cry’d, 4 they melt m air away, 

* The clouds that long fair Albion’s hcav’n o’ei- 
cast ! 

4 With tempest deluge, or -with flame devour’d, 

4 Her drooping plains; while dawning rosy round 
4 A purer morning lights up all her skies! 

4 He comes, behold ! the great deliv’rer comes ! 

4 Immortal William' borne triumphant on, 

1 From yonder orient, o’er propitious seas, 529 
4 White with the sails of hi* unnumber’d fleet, 

4 A floating forest, stretch’d from shore to shore ' 

4 See! with spread wing Britannia’s Genius flies 
4 Before his prow, commands the speeding gales 
4 To waft him on, and o’er the hero’s head, 

4 Inwreath’d with olive, beau the lauTel crown; 

4 Bless’d emblem, peace with liberty restor’d 1 
4 And hark ! from either strand, w hich nations hide, 
4 To welcome in tiUe freedom’s days renew’d 
4 What thunders of acclaim! Aurelius! man 539 
4 By Heav’n bclov’d, thou, too, that sacred stm 
4 Shah live to hail; shah warm thee in his shine ! 
4 1 see thee on the flow'ry lap diffus'd 
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1 Of thy lov’d vale, amid a smiling race 

* From this bless’d pair to spring; whom equal faith 
4 And equal fondness, in soft league shall hold 

4 From )outh to rev’rcnd age, the calmer hours 

* Of thy last day to sweeten and adorn, 

1 1 hro’ life th) comfort, and in death thy crown F 



TRUTH IN RHYME. 

ADDBFSSED TO 

A CERTAIN NOBLE LORD. 


Xtftmipcninir. 

THr following extract from Ins M i test v’s Speech to both House 1 *, 
ol Parliament, which hr even nun m Ins dominions would 
be thought the noblest imiudunion to a poem of the fust 
merit, is peculiar!* suitable to introduce this, liowesti u> - 
equal these verses niiv be to the subject they atl< ippf to 
adorn, this singular ad .'am i»e will be eaailv allowed them, 
it will, mi the same lime , lx* tut fullest jijd best explanation 
o| the Authors mcainn \ on a .licme so intere»nn^ and un- 
common, ’I hi wolds .ire ihr^c Muich I, 17M. 

* In consccjucnc 1 ol the art passed m the reign ol nn late 
1 glut iuvs predecessor King VN ilbain 111 tor settling the su«. 

• cession to the irown in mi faintly, the Commissions ol the 
‘Judges have been made duiinj' their good hchjuour, bm F 
4 not with landing rtiat wise primsum, iheir office* lum dc_ 
‘ tertmned upon tire demise of the crown, or ai the expiration 
' of mx month* afterwards, in every instance ol that nature 
4 which hi* happened 

* 1 look upon the indi pendenev and uprightness of the Judge* 
4 of the land as oseuiul in the impartial JidmmiMranori ol 
4 justice, as one of the best arc unties of the lights and liberties 

* of im loving fui'iocts, and as most eon due ivr to the honour 
‘ of the c tow tty ami I come now to recommend this interest- 
4 ing object to the consideration of Parliament, in order that 
4 such further provision, a* shall be most expedient, may lie 
4 nude, for aecurtng the Judges in the enjoyment of iheir ofli- 
4 ces during their gftod behaviour, noiw tluaundiog any such 
4 demise. 1 


TO THE AUTHOR 

OV THI FOLLOWING POKM. 

It Has bo taulrs, or 1 nu faults can spy 
It is all beauty, or Mmdnev* l. 

Imprimatur, mo> ptF-irula. 

CIliSI'LK! ILLD> 


A i t r e A, eldest bom of Jove, 
Whom tU ihc gods icverc aud love. 
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Was sent, while man desers’d their care, 
On earth to dwell, and govern there, 

Till finding earth by Heav’n unaw’d. 

Till sick of violence and fraud, 
Abandoning the guilty crew, 

Rack to her native sky she flew; 

There, station’d in her Virgin sign, 

She long has ceas’d on earth to sbwe ; 

Or if at times she deigns a smile, 

9 1 is chief o’ei Bi Ham’s favour’d isle. 

f or there — her eve with wonder fix’d, 
7 hat wonder too with plcasuic mix’d 
She now beheld, in blooming youth, 

The patron of all worth and truth ; 

Not where the Virtues most resent, 

On peaceful plains, but in a court! 

Not in a cottage, all unknown; 

She found him seated on a throne ! 

What fables paint, what poets sing. 

She found in fact — a patriot king! 

But as a sight to nobly new 
Dcscn’d, she thought, a nearer view. 

To where, by silver-streaming Thames, 
Ascends the palace of St. James, 

Swift through surrounding shades of night 
The goddess shot her beamy flight ; 

She stopp’d ; and the revealing ray 
Blaa’d round her favounte where he la\ 
In tweet repose ; o’er all his face 
Repose shed softer bloom and grace; 
l » 
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But fearful lest her sun-bright glare 
Too soon might wake him into care, 
(For splendid toils and weary state 
Are ev’ry monarch's envy’d fate) 

The stream of circling rays to shroud. 
She drew an interposing cloud. 

In all ihe silence of surprise 
She gaz'd him o'er; she saw arise,— 
For pods can read the human bieast,— — 
Her own idea there imprest; 

And that his plan to bless mankind. 
The plan r.ow hrighl'ning in his mind, 
May story's whi’est page adorn. 

May vhine through nations yet unborn. 
She calls Uta /ra to her aid. 

At once the fair ethereal maid. 
Daughter of Memory and J '♦ve. 
Descending quits her laurel I’d grove; 
Loose to the gale her azure robe. 

Borne in her left a starry globe. 

Where each superior son of fame 
Will find inscrib'd hit deathless name; 
Her right sustains ih' immortal lyf£. 
To praise true merit, or inspire. 

4 Behold* — Astrea thus began— 

4 ’I he friend of virtue and of man ; 

• Calm reason see in early youth! 

4 See in a prince the tool of truth F 

• \Vnb love of dustier, tender mac, 

• Few auf^iNsg worth and innocence. 
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* Who mean? to build his happy reign 

* On this best maxim, wise and plain— 

* Though plain, how seldom understood! 

* That to be great he must be good : 

* His breast is open to your eye ; 

* Approach, Urania 1 mark and try: 

4 1 his bosom needs no thought to hide; 

* This virtue dares our search abide* 

‘ The sacred fountains to secure 

4 Of Justice, undisiuib’d and pure 

* From hope or fears, from fraud or force, 
4 To ruffle or to Main their course; 

4 That these may flow serene and free, 

4 The law must independent be ; 

4 Her ministers, as in my sight, 

4 And mine alone, dispensing right; 

4 Of piercing eye, of judgment clear, 

* As honor just, as truth sincere, 

* With temper firm, with spirit sage, 

4 The Mansfields of each future age. 

4 And this prune blessing is to spring 
4 From youth in purple 1 from a king l 
4 Who, true to his imperial trust, 

* His greatness sounds in being just; 

4 Prepares, like yon’ ascending sun, 

‘ His glorious race with joy to run, 

4 And where bis gracious eye appears, 

* To bless the world be lights and cheers 1 

4 Such worth with equal voice to sing, 

* Urania ! strike thy boldest smuts 

l 9 
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4 And Truth, whose voire alone is praise, 

4 1 hat here inspires shall guide the lays, 

4 Begin' awake his gentle e^r 
4 Wuh sounds that ti.onarchs rarely hear: 

* He merits, let him know our love, 

* And* von record that I approve.' 

She t-rced ; and the beav'n-born maid 
\\ »th soft surprize his form survey'd: 

SI ;• saw what chastity of thought 
V .thi» his stainless bosom wrought, 

T hen fix'd on earth her sober eye, 

Ai w, pausing, offer'd this reply: 

• Nor pomp of song, nor paint of art, 

4 Such truths should to the world impart: 

4 My task is hut a simple verse 

* These pron is'd wonders to rehearse ; 

* And when on these our sersc we raise, 

4 The plainest is the noblest praise. 

* \ ct ti.isc; a virtuous doubt remains; 

4 Would such a prince permit my strains? 
4 Deserving, but still shunning fame, 

4 The homage due he might disclaim. 

* A prince who rules to save mankind, 

4 Hu paise would in their virtue find; 

4 Would derm their strict regard to laws, 

4 Their faith and worth, lus best applause: 
4 Thm, Biitomf your jest tribute bring 
4 In deeds to emulate your king: 

4 In virtues, to redeem yttor age 

* Frag and jmrty age: 
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1 On his example safely rest ; 

4 He calls, he courts you to be blest; 

4 As friends, as brethren, to unite 

• In one'firm league of just and right. 

* My part is last; if Britain yet 

• A lover boasts of truth and wit, 

• To him these grateful lays to send, 

1 The Monarch’s and the Muse's friend, 

1 And whose fair name, in sacred rhymes, 

• My voice may give to latest time.* 

She said ; and after thinking o’er 
The men in place near half a score, 

To strike at once all scandal mute, 

The goddess found and fix’d on Bute. 



THE REWARD: 


OR 

APOLLO'S ACKNOWLEDGMENTS 

TO 

CHARLES STANHOPE. 

WRITTEN IN 1775. 


Apollo, from tlic southern sky, 

O’er London lately glanc'd hi* eye: 

Just such a glance our courtiers throw 
At suitor* whom they *hun to know : 

Or have you mark'd th* averted mem. 

The cheat erect, the freezing look, 

Of Bumbo when a bard is teen 
Charg'd with his Dedication-book? 

But god* are never in the wrong : 

What theh displeas'd the pow*r of Song? 

The case ^ was this : Where noble am 
Once flourish'd, as our fathers tell us. 

He now can find for men of pasta. 

None hut rich blockheads and mere follows 
Since drums, and dice, and dissipation, 
Have chas'd all taste Cram all the natioo : 
For is there no m one table spread 
Where Semi «•* Science may be led? 
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Where, with a smile on ev’ry face, 

Invited Merit takes his place ? 

These thoughts put Phoebus in the spleen, 
(For gods, like men, can feel chagrin) 

And left him on the point to shroud 
His head in one eternal cloud; 

When, lo ! his all-discerning eye 
Chanc’d one remaining friend to spy, 

Just crept abroad, as is his way, 
lo bask him in the noon-tide ray. 

This Phoebus noting, call’d aloud 
To ev’ry interposing cloud, 

And bade their gather’d mists ascend, 

That he might warm his good old friend ; 
Then, at his chariot roll'd along, 

Tun’d to his lyre this grateful song: 

4 With talents, such as God has given 

• To common mortals, six in seven, 

4 Who yet have titles, ribbons, pay, 

• And govern whom they should obey ; 

• With no more frailties than ire found 
4 In thousand others, count them round ; 

4 With much good wilt, instead of pans, 

• Express'd for artists and for arts ; 

4 Who smiles if you have smartly spoke, 

4 Or nods applause to his own joke ; 

• This bearded child, this grsy-hair’d boy, 

4 Still plays with Hfe as with a toy; 

4 Still keeps amusement fall in view: 

4 Wise ? Now and then — but oft ocr new % 
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• His coach, this hour, at Watson’s door, 

* The next in waiting on a whore. 

* Whene’er the welcome tiding ran 
4 Of monster strange, or stranger man, 

4 A Selkirk from this desert isle 
4 Or alligator from the Nile, 

4 He saw the monster in its shrine, 

4 And had the man next day to dine a 
4 Or was it an Hermaphrodite? 

4 You found him in a two-fold hurry, 

4 Neglecting for this he-she sight 
4 The single charms of Fanny Murray. 

4 Gath’rm^ from suburb and from city 
4 Who were, who would be, wise or witty; 

4 The full wigg’d sons of pills and potions, 

4 The bagt of maggots and new motions ; 

4 The sage, of microscopic eye, 

4 Who reads him lectures on a fly; 

4 Grave antiquaries with their flami, 

4 And poets squirting epigrams ; 

4 With some few lords— -of those that think, 
4 And dip, at timet, their pen in ink; 

4 Nay # ladies too, of diverse fame, 

4 Who ait and are not of the game : 

♦ For he has look’d the world around, 

4 And pleasure in each quarter found: 

4 Now young, now old, now grave, now gay, 
4 He sinks from life by soli decay, 

4 And tees at hand, without affright, 

* Th* iocvttabk boor of oighu’ 
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But here some pillar of the state, 

Whose life is one long dull debate ; 

Some pedant of the sable gown, 

Who spares no feelings but his own, 

Set up at once their deep-mouth’d hollow ; 

Is this a subject for Apollo? 

Whatl can the god of Wit and Veue 
Such trifles in our ears rehearse ? 

4 Know, Puppiea! this man’s easy life, 

4 Serene from cares, unvex'd with strife, 

4 Was oft’ employ’d in doing good, 

4 A science you ne’er understood ; 

4 And Charity, ye sons of Pride ! 

4 A multitude of faults will hide. 

4 I at his board more sense have found 
4 Than at a hundred dinners round : 

4 Taste, learning, mirth, my western eye 
4 Could often there collected spy; 

4 And I have gone well pleas’d to bed, 

4 Revolving what ins sung or said. 

1 And be who entertain’d them all 
4 With much good liquor strong and small, 

4 With food in plenty, and a welcome, 

4 Which wou'd become my Lord of Melcombe*, 
4 Whose soups and sauces duly season'd, 

4 Whose M.»t wrll-umM, and sense well reason’d, 

• Thu wt* rrmmlf trittn id 1757, but the mdrr has 
♦d’ 5 *> »" ‘.urinSwrj u at A petto i§ the pd of frvybecs, as wall 
asutf I'veu) UaU& ^ r 
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* Give Burgundy a brighter stain, 

* And add new flavour to Champaign — 
4 Shall this man to the grave descend 

4 Unknown, unhonor’d, as my friend f 
4 No: by my deity 1 swear, 

4 Nor shall the vow be lost in air: 

• While you, and millions such as you, 
4 Are sunk for ever from my view, 

4 And lost in kindred darkness lie, 

4 This good old man shall never die : 

• No matter where I place his name, 

4 His love of learning shall be Came/ 



THE DISCOVERY: 


Upon reading tome Verses written by a Yonng Lady 
at a Boarding-school, September 17G0. 


Apollo lately sent to know 
If he had any sons below, 

For by the trash he long has seen 
In male and female Magazine, 

A hundred quires not worth a groat, 

The race must be extinct he thought* 

His messenger to court repairs, 

Walks softly with the crowd up stairs; 

But when he had his errand told. 

The courtiers sneer’d, both young and old : 
Augustus knit his royal brow, 

And bad him let Apollo know it. 

That, from his infancy till now. 

He lov'd nor poetty nor poet. 

His next adventure was the Park, 

When it grew fashionably dark : 

There beauties, boobies, strumpets, rakes, 
Talk'd much of commerce; whist and stakes; 
Who tips the wink, who drops the card* 

But not one word of verse Or bard. 

The stage, Apollo’s old domain, 

Where bis true sons were worn to reign, 

Hts courier now pass'd frowning by ; 

Ye modem Durfeys tell us why ? 
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JJJow to the City last he went ; 

There all was prose ofccent. per cent. 

There z\\y-cnmium t script , and bonus , 

(Latin for which a Muse would stone us, 

Yet honest Gideon’s classic style) 

Made our poor nuncio stare and smile. 

And now the clock had struck eleven, 

The messenger must back to heaVn ; 

But just as he his wings had ty'd, 

Look'd up Queen"*{aare, the north-east side, 

A blooming creature there he found. 

With pesV and fak, and books around, 

Alone, and writing by a taper; 

He read unseen, then stole her paper. 

It much amus'd him on his way. 

And reaching heaven by break of day. 

He shew'd Apollo what he stole ; 

The god perus'd, and lik'd the whole ; 

Then calling for hit pocket-book. 

Some right celestial vellum took. 

And what he with a tun-beam there 
Writ down, the Muse thus copies fair : 

* If I no men my sons must call, 

* Here's one fair daughter worth them all : 

* Mark then the sacred words that follow, 

4 Sophia's mine'— 40 sign'd atouo- 



TYBURN. 

4o 

THE MARINE SOCIETY > 


a&bmilrmrnt. 

THT design of the Marine Society tt in itself so taudsbte, and 
has been pursued so successfully for the public food, that 1 
thought it merited > public acknowledgment; but, to take off 
from tlte flatness of a direct compliment, 1 have, through the 
whole poem, loaded their institution with such reproaches aa 
will shew, 1 (tope, in the most sinking manner, its real utility. 

By autlientic accounts it appears that, from the first rise of this 
Society to the piesentyear HM.ihey have collected, clothed, 
and fined out, for the sea service, 54VI grown men, Afil I boys, 
in alt 0963 persons, whom they have tnus not onlylaved, in 
all probability, from perdition and infamy, but rendered them 
useful members of the community ; at a Mine, too, when their 
country stood moat in need of their a 

It hat been, all example shew It, 

The privilege of ev'ry poet. 

From ancient dow n through modern times, 

To bid dead matter live in Rhyme; 

With wit enliven scnselru rocks, 

Draw repartee from wooden blocks ; 

Make buzzards senators of note, 

And rooks harangue that geese may vote. 

These moral fictions, first design’d 
To mend and mortify mankind, 

Old /£aop, as our children know. 

Taught twice ten hundred years ago. 
m2 


10 
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r upon the chariot wheel 
□ Id all a statesman’s merit feel, 
And, to his own importance just, 
Exclaim, with Bufo, 4 What a dust !* 


Hjs Horse-dung, when the flood ran high, 

In Colon’s air and accent cry, 

While tumbling down the turbid stream, 

‘ Lord love us, how we apples swim !* 20 

But farther instances to cite 
Would tire the hearer's patience quite. 

No: what their numbers and their worth, 

How these admire while those hold forth, 

From Hyde-^ark on to Clerkenwell, 

Let clofaa, let coffee-houses tell, 

Where England, thro' the world renown* d, 

In all its wisdom may be jound ; 

While I t for ornament and use, 

An orator of wood produce. 30 

Why should the gentle reader stare ? 

A wooden orator so rare ? 

Saint Stephen’s Chapel, Rufus' Hall, 

That hears them in the pleader bawl, 

That bears them in tjie patriot thunder, 

Can tel) if such things are a wonder : 

So can Saint Dumtan’s in the west. 

When good Romaine harangues his best. 

And tells Iris staring congregation 
That sober seme is sure damnation j 40 

Thai Newton’s guilt was worse than treason 
For using,* what God gave him, reason. 
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* A pox of all this prefacing'* 

Smart Buihus cries, ‘ cope name the thing; 

* Thar such there arc all agree: 

* What is this wood ?’ Why — Tybum-trte. 

Hear then this rev’rcnd oak harangue, 

Who makes men do so ere they hang. 

Patibulum loquitur. 

4 Each thing whatever, when aggriev'd, 

* Of right complains to he reliev’d : 50 

4 When rogues so rais’d the price of wheat 

4 7 hat Few folks could afford to eat, 

* (Just as when doctors’ fees run high 

* Few patients can afford to die) 

* 7 he poor durst into murmurs break, 

4 For losers must have leave to speak ; 

* Then from reproaching fell to mauling 

1 Each neighbour-rogue they found forestalling. 

4 As these again, their knaves and set ten, 

1 Durst vent complaints against their betters, 60 
1 Whose only crime was in defeating 

* Their schemes of growing rich by cheating; 

4 So shall not 1 my wrongs relate, 

4 An injur’d minister of Male? 

4 The finisher of care and pain 

* May sure with better grace complain, 

4 For reasons no less strong and true, 

4 Marine Society 1 of you ; 

* Of yon, as ev’iy carman knows. 

4 My latest and most final foes. ft 

m 3 
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1 Mv property you baselv steal, 

4 Which ev’h a British ^>ak can feci ; 

4 Feel and resent; what wonder then 
1 It should be felt by British men, 

4 When France, insulting, durst invade 
1 Their clearest property of trade? 

4 For which both nations at the bar 
4 Of that supreme tribunal War, 

4 To shew their reasons have agreed, 

4 And lawyers by ttfcn thousand fee’d, 80 

4 Who now for legal quirks and puna 
4 Plead with the rhet’ric of great guns, 

1 And each his client’s cause maintains 
4 By knocking out th’ opponent’s brains, 

4 While Europe all — But we adjourn 
4 This wise digression, and return. 

4 Your rules and statutes have undone me ; 

* My surest cards begin to shun me; 

* My native subjects dare rebel, 

* Those who were born for me and hell ; 9Q 

* And but for you the scoundrel line 
4 Had ev’ry mother's son dy'd mine : 

* A race u imam bor’d as unknown, 

* Whom tomb or suburb calls her own; 

* Of vagrant love the various spawn, 

4 From rags and filth, from lace and lawn ; 

1 Sons of Fleet-ditch, of bulks, and benches, 

4 Where peer and porter meet their vouches ; 

* for neither health not shame can wctfl us 

1 From mixing with the midnight Venn*. t&0 
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• Nor let my cits be here forgot ; 

4 They know to sin as well as sot. 

1 When Night demure walks forth, array’d 
1 In her thin negligee of shade, 

• Late-risen from their long regale 

‘ Of beef and beer, and bawdy tale, 

• Abroad the Common-council sally, 

4 To poach for game in lane or alley ; 

• This gets a son, whose first essay 

4 Will filch his father’s till afway ; 110 

1 A daughier that, who may retire, 

4 Some few years hence, with her own sire; 

4 And while his hand is on her placket 
4 The filial virtue picks his pocket. 

4 Change -alley, loo, is grown so nice, 

4 A broker dares refine on vice; 

4 With lord-like scorn of marriage vows, 

1 In her own arms he cuckolds spouse; , 

4 For young and fresh while he would wish hef t 
4 His loose thought glows with Kitty Fisher; 

4 Or after noble quarry running, 121 

4 Profanely paints her out a Gunning. 

4 Now these, of each degree and sort, 

4 At Wapping dropp'd, perhaps at Court, 

4 Bred op for me, id swear and lie, 

4 To laugh at bell, and Heav*n defy ; 

4 These, Tyburn’s regimental train, 

4 Who risk their necks to spread my reign, 

4 Front age to age, by right divine, • 

1 Hereditary rdguet, were mine ; I 



MISCELLANIES. 


sm 

4 A*n^gpa<i|i, by discipline severe, 

4 beyond all shame a^d fear, 

* Eronrtgtylt to guilt advancing daily, 

* My constant friend, the good Old Bailey, 

* To me made over, laie or soon, 

4 I think, at latest, once a moon; 

4 But by your interloping care 

4 Not one in ten shall be my share. 

4 Ere *tis too late your error see, 

•„You foes to Biiraii) and to me ! 140 

•To me, agreed — but to the nation !— 

4 1 prove it thus by demonstration. 

* First, that there is much good iu ill 
4 My gieat apostle Mandcvillc 
4 Has made most clear. Read, if you please, 

* His moral fable of The Bees. 
r Our rev* rend clergy next will own, 

4 Were all men good their trade were gone ; 

* That were it not for useful vice 

* Their leam'd pauts would bear no price ; 130 

* Nay, we should quickly bid defiance 

* To their demonstrated alliance. 

* 1 Next, kingdoms are compos'd, we know, 

4 Of individuals, Jack and Joe : 

* Now these, our tov'rcign lords the rabble, 

* For ever prone to growl and squabble, 

4 The monstrous many-beaded beast, 

* Whom we mut not offend, but (cast, 

4 like Cerberus, jbould have their sop; 

4 And what is that but trussing up ? 160 
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4 How happy were their hearts and gay 
4 At each return of hanging-day ! 

‘ To see Page* swinging they admire, 

4 Beyond ev’n Madox * on his wire ! 

4 No baiting of a bull or bear, 

4 To Perry* dangling in the air! 

4 And then the being drunk a week 
4 For joy some Sheppard * would not squeak I 
4 But now that those good times are o’er, 

4 How will they mutiny and roar * 170 

4 Your scheme absurd of sober rules 
4 Will sink the race of men to mules ; 

4 For ever drudging, sweating, broiling, 

4 For ever for the public toiling : 

4 Hard masters ! who, just when they need ’em, 

4 With a few thistles dejgn to feed ’em. 

* Yet more — for it is seldom known 
4 That fault or folly stands alone — 

4 You next debauch their infant-mind 
4 With fumes of honourable wind, 180 

4 Which much beget, in heads untry’d, 

4 That worst of human vices, pride. 

4 All who my humble paths forsake 
4 Will reckon each to be a Blake ! 

4 There on the deck, with arms a-kimbo, 

4 Already struts the future Bembow 1 
4 By you bred up to take delight in 
4 No earthly thing hot oaths and fighting. 

• A* rtwf an all fwmti of note, and well know* moor 
readers, we dusk aajr awe parucuiar aaeotwo of item •»- 
scruff. 
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4 These sturdy sons of blood and blows, 

4 By pulling Monsieur by the nose, 190 

" 4 By making kicks and cuffs the fashion, 

4 Will put all JLurope in a passion. 

4 The grand alliance, now quadruple, 

4 Will pay us home, jusqu' au centuple; 

4 So the French king was heard to cry — 

4 And can a king of Frenchmen lie? 

4 These and more mischiefs I foresee 
4 From fondling brats of base degree. 

4 As mushrooms that on dunghills rise, 

4 Tfyr kindred-weeds beneath despise, 200 

4 |$D r thete their fellow's will contemn, 

* Who in revenge will rage at them ; 

4 For through each rank what more offends 
4 Than to behold the rise of friends ? 

* Still when our equals grow too great 

4 We may applaud, but wc must hate; 

4 Then will it be cndur'£when John 
4 Has put my hempen ribbon on, 

4 To see his ancient mess-mate Cloud, 

4 By you made turbulent and proud, 210 

* Aid early taught my tree to bilk, 

1 F**s in another all *of silk 

4 Yet, one more mourafttlii|4o pot : 

4 A bundled mouths at once you shut ! 

4 Half Grub-street, stlcncM in an hour, 

4 Mutt curse your interposing pow'r. 

4 If my lost tons no longer steal, 

* What soot of her’* can cam a mad ? 
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* You ruin many a gentle bard, 

‘ Who liv’d by heroes that die hard! f?(T 

* T heir brother-hawkers too, that sung, 

' How great from world to World they swung, 

* And by sad sonnets, quaver’d loud. 

4 Drew tears and halfpence from the crowd ! 

‘ Blind Fielding too — a mischief on him 1 

* 1 wish mv sons would meet and stone him! 

1 Sends his black squadrons up and down, 

* Who drive my best boys back to Town. 

* They find that traveling now abroad, 

* To ease rich rascals on the road, 230 

1 Is grown a calling much unsafe, 

* 1 hat there are surer ways by half, 

4 To which they have their equal claim 
4 Of earning daily food and fame ; 

* So down at home they tit and think 
1 How best to rob with pen and ink. 

4 Hence red-hot letters and essays 

* By the John Litburn of these days, 

4 Who guards his wpnt of shame and acme 
4 ^Vith shield of ss^nfbld impudence ; f 1 W 

* Hence cards on Pelham, card* on Pitt, 

* With much abiiQr Jhd httic wkj 

4 Hence libel* aga^ss Hardwickc pcsmM, 

4 That only hurt when $cy commend* 

4 Hence oft* aaciib*^ to Pcdu at kmt 
4 All that debars h» nammlf beast ; 

4 Hence C lmrins hourly flew* 

4 UumunWd bbotmof thcl&M 
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4 That sink where myriads went before, 

* And sleep within the chaos hoar, 

4 While her broVn daughters, under ground, 
4 Are fed with politics profound ; 

4 Each eager hand a fragment snaps, 

4 More excrement than what it wraps. 

4 These, singly, contributions raise, 

4 Of casual pudding and of praise : 

4 Others again, who form a gang, 

4 Yet take due measures not to hang, 

4 In Magazines their forces join, 

4 By legal methods to purloin; 

4 Whose weekly or whose mouthly feat is 
4 First to, decry, then steal yo^ir treatise : 

4 So rogues ia France perform their job, 

4 Assassinating (fere they rob. 

4 But, this long narrative to dpie ; 

4 They who would grievance* expose* 

4 In all good policy no leu 


4 Should shew the methods to redress. 
*lf commerce, unking in one.£ilc, 
v *gr4rwd or hazard comet topi* 

. * Toe 4pek is aex& all statesmen know it, 

* To Id pother where to tfcnftr it, 
•That, ruing there in dtse kgim 

* The public nf M tojfrSS * 

* Thu* baring bond hol ^ t S wm l* , 

* And in «ae wnfiqf&f my njhdc, 

« Thai «• arttttty |lrc good friend*. 

* Huhittfiw ritfiflfriimrttihr amtoda 
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1 O search this sinful Town with care* 

* What numbers duly mine are there 1 

* The full-fed herd of money-jobbers, 

1 Jews, Christians, rogues alike, and robbers l 

* Who not on the poor man** toils, 

* And fatten by a nation's spoils ! 

* The crowd of little knaves in place, 

4 Our age’s envy and disgrace. 

4 Secret and snug, by daily stealth 
4 The busy vermine pick up wealth, 

4 Then without birth control the great, 

9 Then without talents rule the ttatfl 
4 Some ladies too, — for pome there are 
9 With shame and decency at war, — 

9 Who, on a ground of pale threesc o re , 


9 Still tptadie Mae of twenty-fetr* 

• AadbUratoUmb * 

• Wuh ptitar «s|k Urn*' MB# fafinrt 

9 Who into vice 
4 Pot modest 
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^Slim, flimsy, fiddling, futile, elves, 

4 They paint the nation from themselves ; 310 

4 Less aiming to be wise than witty, 

1 And JKtfghty pert, and mighty pretty. 

4 Send me each string — save green and blue — 

4 These, brotlier Tower-hill, wait for you. 

« 4 But, Lollius, be not in the spleen; 

4 *Tis only Arthur's Knights I mean— 
c Not those of old renown’d in fable, 

* Nor of the p.ound» but gaming table, 

4 Who ev'ry night, the waiten say, 

4 Break eApj^w they make by day; 320 

4 plunge devour youth in all the nee 
4 Attendant upon drink and dice, 

* And, miming in nocturnal fettles, 

4 Devour eaefe other’s goods and cfettlcs& 

* While from fee avouch o| mtfic horn* 

4 With curse* felt esKldieadf uCknofe* 

4 They fling whole tcnemettttferiy, „ 

* Fling time, health, hme,— yet »Ust Pky t 

330 
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Just such a leg too, Zephyr knows, 

The Medicdan Venus shows. 

So fhr he sees, so far admires; 

Each charm is fuel to his fires : 

But oiher charms, arid those of price, 

Tbit form the bounds of Paradise, 

Can those an equal praise command,— 

All turn'd by Nature's finest hand? 

Is all the consecrated ground 

With plumpness firm, with smoothness round ? 

The world, but once, one Zeuxis saw, 

A faultiest form who dared to draw. 

And then, drat all might perfect be, 

All rounded ofF in due degred. 

To furnish out the matchless piece 
Were rifled half the ifcasts of Greece ; 

•Twas Pitt 1 * white neck, 'twas Delia's thigh, 
*Twas Waldegrave’s iweetly-brilliant eyes 
*Twa* gentle Pembroke's case and grace. 

And Harvey lent her maifftt-focc : 

But dares he hope on Britiiff' grodnd 
That these mhy all in .one be found? 

These chiefly tbit still shun his eye ? 

He knows not, but be meant to try. 

Aaron rising, fresh arid, gay, 
pate promise of a golden day. 

Up with her sister Mini rose. 

Four hours before our London beaus; 

For there are still asleep and lead. 

Save Arthur's ton* — not yet in bed. 
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A rose, impearl'd with orient dew, 

Had caught the passing fair-one’s view ; 
to pluck the bud he saw her stoop, 

And try’d behind to heave her hoop ; 

Then, while across the daisy’d lawn 
She turn’d, to feed her milk-white fawn, 
Due eastward as her steps she bore, 

Would swell her petticoat before, 

Would subtly steal his face between. 

To see — what never yet was seen. 

* And sure to fan it with his wing 

* No nine-month symptom e’er can bring; 

4 His aim is but the nymph to please, 

4 Who daily courts his cooling breeze.’ 

But listen, fond believing Maid 1 
When Love, soft traitor 1 would persuade. 
With all the moving skill and grace 
Of practis'd passion in his face, 

Dread his approach, distrust your pow'r — 
For, oh ! there is one shepherd’s hour ; 
And though he long, his aim to cover, 
May with the friend disguise the lover. 
The sense or nonsense of his wooing 
Will but adore you into ruin. 

But for those butterflies the beaus. 

Who buzz around in tinsel rows, 

Shake, shake them off withJfbsck disdain i 
Where insects settle they W stain. 

Thus Zephyr oft the nymph assail’d. 

As oh his Utile arts had fail*d ; 

x 3 
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The folds of silk, the ribs of whale, 

Resisted still his feeble gale. 

With these repulses vex’d at heart, 

Poor Zephyr has recourse to art ; 

And, his own weakness to supply. 

Calls in a brother of the sky, 

The rude South-west, whose mildest play 
Is war, mere waf, the Russian way ; 

A tempest-maker by his trade, 

Who knows to ravish, not persuade. 

The terms of their aerial league. 

How first ib harass and fatigue, 

Then, found on some remoter plain. 

To ply her close with wind and ram : 

These terms, writ fair, and scal’d, and sign'd, 
Should Webb or Stukely wish to find. 

Wise antiquaries, who explore 
All that has ever pass’d — and more; 
Though here too tedious to be told. 

Are yonder in some cloud enroll’d, 

Those floating registers in air; 

So let them mount, and lead them there. 

The grand^al lit nee thus agreed. 

To instant action they proceed; 

For *t»s in war a maxim known. 

As Prussia's monarch well has ibown. 

To break at*©“«* upon your foe. 

And strike the^jjppK preventive blow. 

With Toro's lungs in Toso’s form, 

Whom vt tf Howd’yc if a stormy 



The dread South-west his part begun: 

Thick clouds, extinguishing the sun, 

At his command from pole to pole 
Dark spreading, o’er the fair-one roll, 

Who pressing now her fav’rite steed, 

.Adorn'd the pomp she deigns to lead. 

O Mira 1 to the future blind, 

Th’ insiduous foe is close behind: 

Guard, guard your treasure, while you can, 
Unless this gr>d should be the man. 

For, lo * the clouds, at his known call, 

Are closing round — they burst! they fall l 
While at the charmer, all aghast, 

H* pours whole winters in a blast; 

Nor eares, m his impetuous mood, 

Jf natives founder on the flood, 

If Britain’s coast be left as bare 
As he resolves to lea^e the fair. 

Heie gods resemble human breed, 

'I he world be damn’d — so they succeed. 

Pale, trembling, from her steed she fled, 
With silk, lawn, linen, round her head. 

And, to the fawns who fed above, 

UtneiPd the last recess of Love: 

Each wond’ring fawn was seen to bound t, 

Each branchy deer o’etleap’d his mound, 

* The rrry <t»r on which the fleet under Admiral Hawke 
*»» Uttwo into TurUay. Mallet. 
f tmammor hesfeamm qnm cat minis j«veic% Ftrg, 
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At sight of that sequester’d glade, 

In all its light, in all its shade, 

Which rises there for wisest ends: 

To deck the temple it defends. 

Lo ! gentle tenants of the grove, 

For what a thousand heroes strove, 

When Europe, Asia, both in aims, 

Disputed one fair lady's charms. 

The war pretended Helen’s eyes*, 

But this, believe it, was the prize : 

'1 his rous’d Achilles’ mortal ire, 

'This strung his Homer’s epic lyre, 

Ga\c to the world La Mancha’s Knight j 
And still makes bulls and heroes fight. 

Vet though the distant conscious Muse 
This airy rape delighted view*-. 

Yet she, for honour guides her lays, 

Enjoying if, disdains to praise. 

If Frenchmen always fight with odds, 

Arc they a pattern for the gods? 

Can Russia, can th* Hungarian Vampire + 

With whom cast in the Swedes and Empire; 
Can four such pow’rs, who can assail. 

Deverve out praise should they prevail? 

0 mighty triumph ! high renown ? 

1 wo gods have brought one mortal down ; 

* ft hrit ante Tlrtemn, Sre< Bor. 

*■ 1 mtnifl ram'hie' not dclifhtt *MC| Hi *»««■« 

t**4, of whuai tfcci e are uuov »wncs told ta Hnofiry. iln ffaf * 
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Have elubb’d their forces in a storm 
To strip one helpless female form! 

Strip her stark naked, yet confess 
Such charms are Beauty’s fairest dress. 

But, all-insensible to blame, 

The skv-born raviihers on flame 
Enchanted at the prospect stood, 

And kiss’d with rapture what they view*d. 

Sleek S * *r too had done no less, 

Would parsons here the truth confess: 

Nay, one brisk peer, yet all-alive, 

Would do the same at eighty-five*'. 

But how, in colours softly-bright. 

Where strength and harmony unite, 

To paint the limbs, that fairer show 
Than Mas&alina’s borrow’d snow ; 

To paint the rose, that through its shade. 

With their’a, one human eye survey’d $ 

Would gracious Phoebus tell me how, 

Would he the genuine draught avow, 

The Muse, a second Titian then, 

To Fame might consecrate her pen. 

That Titian Nature gave of old 
The queen of Beauty to behold, 

Like Mira uoadom’d by dress, 

But all complete in nakedness j 

* We bclieTe there it a miaike in this reading, ter the pw- 
•on bnti informed and concerned mure* us, (hatitshotUd 

|>e poly seventy- five. M*UcC. 
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Then bade his emulating art 
Those wonders to the world impart: 

Around the ready Graces stand, 

‘ With each a pencil in her hand*;* 

Each height’ning stroke, each happy line, 
Awakes to life the form divine, 

Till rais’d and rounded ev’ry charm, 

And all with youth immortal warm, 
lie secs, scarce crediting his eyes, 

He sees a brighter Venus rise 1 
But, to the gentle Reader’s cost, 

His pencil with his life was lost ; 

And Mil a must contented be 
To live by Rainsay and by me. 

• This line id supplied to perfecl the sense a ndrtyme. It if 
panned u) iticediuun by lhc bookicjfeis i>f 17ppL» 
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4 A w as at the silent solemn hour 
When night and morning meet. 

In glided Marg’ret’s grimly ghost, 

And stood at William’s feet. 

1 1 . 

Her face was like an April morn 
Clad in a wintry cloud, 

And clay-cold was her lily hand 
That held her sable shroud. 

in. 

So shall the fairest face appear 
When youth and years arc flown ; 

Such is the robe the kings must wear 
When Death has reft their crown, 

IV. 

Her bloom was like the springing flow’r 
That sips the silver dew ; 

The rose was budded in her check. 

Just op’ning to the view. 

v. 

But love had, like the canker-worm. 
Consum’d her c»rly prime ; 

The rose grew pale, and left her check; 
She died before her time. 
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VI. 

4 Awake 1 ’ she ciy’d, 4 thy true love calls* 

‘ Come from her midnight grave; 

* Now let thy pity hear the maid 
4 Thy love refus’d to save. 

VII. 

* This is the dumb and dreary hour 

* When injur’d ghosts complain; 

* When yawning graves give up th^ir dead 

* To haunt the faithless swain. 

v 1 1 1 . 

* Bethink thee, William ! of thy fault, 

‘ Thy pledge and broken o*th, 

* And give me back my maiden vow, 

4 And give me hack my troth. 

l x. 

4 Why did you promise love to me, 

4 And not that promise keep ? 

4 Why did you swear my eyes were bright, 
4 Yet leave those eyes to weep? 

x. 

4 How could you say my face was fair* 

* And yet that face forsake? 

* How could you win virgin heart, 

4 Yet leave that heart to brew f 

x i. 

* Why did yon say, my lip was sweet, 

4 And made the scarlet pale ? 

* And why did I, young witlch maid ! 

4 Believe the flauYing talc ? 
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XII. 

• That face, alas ! no more is fair, 

• Those lips no longer red : 

• Dark are my eyes, now clos’d in death, 

• And ev’ry charm is fled. 

XIII. 

• The hungry worm my sister is ; 

* This winding sheet I wear; 

* And cold and weary lasts our night, 

* 1 ill that last morn appear. 

XIV. 

• But, hark \ the cock has warn’d me hence ; 

* A long and late adieu ! 

* Come see, false Man \ how low she lies 

* Who died for love of you/ 

XV. 

The lark sung loud, the morning smil’d 
With beams of rosy red ; 

Pale William quak’d in ev’ry limb. 

And raving left his bed. 

x v r. 

He hy’d him to the fatal place 
Where Marg’rc*’* body lay. 

And stretch’d him on the green-grass turf 
That wrapt her breathless clay. 

xv 1 1. 

And thrice he call’d on Marg’ret's name. 
And thrice he wept full sore ; 

o 
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Then laid his cheek to her cold grave, 

And word spoke never more*! 

« In a comedy of Fletcher, called The Knt«ht qf the Rvrrt- 
iff Pestle , Old Merrj thought enters repeating the following 
verses . 


When it W35 g r own to dark midnight, 

A tid ill were fast asleep, 

In came Marg’ret’s grnnly ghost, 

And stood at William’s feet. 

This was, prol>ab!\,thc beginning of some ballad rommonl* 
t nown at tin. time when that author wrote, and is .ill of it, I be- 
lieve, tli.it h ,mv where to be met with. Thtsi lines, naki d of 
n rn .1 men l, and simple as tliev are, struck my faun, ami bi me- 
nu; tresh inro <uy mind an unhappy adventure much talked of 
toimerly, g.ve r!*r to the foregoing poem, which was written 
manv yemagn. Mattel. 

An elegant Latin imitation of this ballad is pnutert in the 
works of Vincent Bourne. 
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Mark it, Cesirio • it is tr je and plain , 

The spin<*n.rs and the knitters in the sun, 

.And the liu in ndt> that wave tlair thread with bant*, 

Do use to chant it: it i<? silly sooth, 

And dallies u uli the innocence of love, 

Like the old age SJiaksp Twelfth Night. 


I. 

T a it in the windings of a vale, 

Ta^t bv a shelt'nng wood, 

The safe retreat of Health and Peace, 
An humble cottage stood: 


* Jjr tract of a TMtcr from the Curate of Bower, m York - 
shire, on !tu hutyect qf Uui Poem. Jo Mi . C opperU* 

ot Man uk. 

* Wortfo Sir, 

• As to the *datr mentioned in yours, it happened long before 
*b»t time. 1 have therefore been obliged 10 consult my clerk, 

* end (Anther \» rum »n tlie neighbourhood, for the truth of that 

* melancholy cvcnL 1 tie history of it is a* follows : 1 lie family 

* name *rf the young man was Wnghtwn. of the young maiden 

* BmlLttm. T hey were bosh mnch of the same a^r, that is, 
4 growing up to twenty. In their birth w»* no disparity » but in 

* torture, alas • she «tt hu inferior Hu father, a hard old 

* man, who had by his toil acquired a hardsoroe competency, 

* expected and required that tusaon should marry suitably, hut 
4 as umormmoU omma, h* heart was unalterably fixed on the 

* pretty foamg exeatnre already named. Their courtship, which 

* was all by wealth, unknown so the family , continued show n 

* jenii when it win found out, old Wrigbtson, bm wi fa, and 

* pamettkety tbcu crooked daughter, ttnaah, tatrd at the 



MISCELLANIES* 


I I. 

There beauteous Emma floutlshM fair 
Btneath a mother's eye ; 

"Whose only wish on earth was now 
To see her bless'd and die. 

i ii. 

The softest blush that Nature spreads 
Gave colour to her cheek ; 

Surh orient colour smiles thro* heav*n 
When vernal mornings break. 

IV. 

Nor \<t the pride of great-ones scorn 
This charmer of the plains ; 

That sun who bids their diamonds blaze. 
To paint our lily deigns. 


* maidten^nd treated her with notable contempt ; for they VH 
4 it as a maxim, and a rustic one it it, that M blood was nothin* 
4 ‘ without floats *’ The voting loser sickened, and toe* to his 

* hed about ShieeifeVucadav, and died the Sunday ae*ennif hr if- 
4 ter. On the last day of hia illness, lie desired to see ms mU- 
4 tress - the was civilly received by the mother, who bid lies 

* welcome— -when it wii too late ; but her daughter, Hannah, 
4 la v at his bach to cut them off from all opportunity of nschan*- 
1 inn their thoughts At her return home, on hearing the be* 

* toll out fc*r hu departure, she aloud that bar 

* heart was bum, and expired $om$n§MAenls after. Tlte then 
4 curate of towes* inserted ii in htiiHvt^r&hrt they both dial 
4 of love, and were buried in the sailVpFtee, March 13, 171%. 

*1*0, Dear Sir. 

« Yuma, See. 

• iowea it a small rittafe in Yorkshire, wh er e. In fit— ■ 
timet, the Laris of Klrhanad bid a castle. It meads on she 
cd*e <* that vaat and natmtaiaous tract aasnrd by the w ei gh 
touring people Huneasorr which la atom er tuned to wjml ig| 
weather, dcantos tod Unary thnrnghaat ChaiML 
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V. 

Long had she fill’d each youth with love, 
Each maiden with despair; 

And though by .all a wonder own’d, 

Yet knew not she was fair; 

VI. 

Till Edwin came, the pride of swains ! 

A soul devoid of art; 

And from whose eyes, serenely mild, 
Shone forth the feeling heart. 

VII. 

A mutual flame was quickly caught, 

Was quithlv too reteal’d; 

Lor neither bosom lodg’d a wish 
'1 hat Virtue keeps conceal’d. 

v i i i . 

What happy hours of home -felt bh*s 
Did love on both bestow ! 

But bliss too mightv long to last 
When- fortune proves a foe. 

I x . 

l!rs sister, who, like Envy form'd, 

Like her in mischief joy’d, 

To work them harm, wirh wicked skill 
Each darker art employ’d. 

x. 

The father too, a sordid man 1 
Who love nor pity knew. 

War all-unfeeling as the clod 
From whence bus, riches grew. 

o S 
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XI. 

Long had he seen their secret flame; 

And seen it long unmov’d ; 

Then with a father’s frown as latt 
Had sternly disapprov’d. 

x 1 1« 

In Edwin’s gentle heart, a war 
Of di ft ’ling passions strove; 

His heart, that durst not disobey. 

Yet could not cease to love. 

xnt. 

Deny’d her night, he oft behind 
The spreading hawthorn crept. 

To snatch a glance, to mark the spot 
Where Emma walk’d and wept* 
x iv. 

Oft, too, on Stanem one’s wintry waste. 
Beneath the moonlight shade. 

In sighs to jftur his soften’d soul. 

The midnight mourner stray’d. 

XV. 

His cheek, where health wiA beauty glow'd, 
A deadly pale o’ercast ; 

So fades the fresh rate io its |dime, 

Before the non hem blast. 

XVI* 

The parents now, with late remorse. 

Hung o'er his dying bed. 

And weary'd Heav'n with fruitless vows, 
<Aod fruitless sonow shed* 
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XVJ I. 

1 *Tis past!* he cry’d— * hut if your souls 

* Sweet mercy yet can move, 

* Let these dim eyes once more behold, 

* What they must ever love.* 

XVIII. 

$he came ; his cold hand softly touch’d. 
And bath’d with many a tear : 
last-falling o’er rbe primrose pale. 

So morning-dews appear. 

xix. 

But, oh ! his sister’s jealous care, 

A cruel sister she ! 

Forbade what Emma came to say, 

* My Edwin ! live for me.* 

x x. 

Now homeward as she hopeless wept 
The church-yard path along, 

The blast blew cold, the dark owl scream’d 
Her lover’s fun’ral song. 

XXI. 

Amid the falling gloom of night 
He i startling fancy found 
In cvTy bush his hovTing shade, 
kJts groan m ev’ry sound. 

XXII. 

Alone, appall’d, thus had the past’d 
The visionary vale— 

When, lo! the death-bell smote her ear, 

Sad sounding in the gale. 
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X X I 1 I. 

Just then she reach’d, with trembling step. 
Her aged mother’s door — 

4 He’s gone !’ she cry’d, 4 and I shall see 

* That angel face no more ! 

XXIV. 

* I feel, I feel this breaking heart 

* Beat high against my side — * 

From her white arm down sunk her headi 
She shiv’ring sigh’d, and died. 



VERSES 


>RE$ENT1,» to THE 

PRINCE OF ORANGE, 

On ku Vi siting Oxford , in the Ytur J73A 


R t c 1 1 v t , lov'd Prince ! the tribute of our pmst, 
This hasty welcome in unfinish’d lays: 

At best, the pomp of song, the paint of art, 
J3isplay the genius, but not speak the heart ; 

And oft as ornament must truth supply, 

Arc but the splendid colouring of a lie. 

These need not here ; for to a soul like thine. 
Truth plain and simple will more lovely shine. 
The truly good hut wish the verse sincere ; 

They court no flatt’ry, who no censure fear. 

Such Nassau is, the fairest, gentlest mind, 

In blooming youth the Titus of mankind. 
Crowds, who to hail thy wish'd appearance ran, 
Forgot the prince, to praise the love of man. 

Such sense with sweetness, grandeur mix’d with 
ease! 

Out nobler youth will learn of tbre to please: 
Tby bright example shall our world adorn, 

And charm in gracious princes yet unborn. 

Nor deem this verse from venal art proceeds, 
Thai trice of courts, the soil for baneful weeds* 
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HO 

Here candor dwells, here honest truths are taught. 
To guide and govern, not disguise, the thought. 
See these enlighten’d sages who preside 
O’er Learning’s empire ; sec the youth they guide! 
Behold all faces are in transport drest ! 

But those most wonder, who discern thee best. 

At sight of thee, each free-born heart receives 
A joy the sight of princes rarely gives; 

From tyrants sprung, and oft themselves .design'd 
By Fate the future Nero’s of their kind : 

But tho’ thy blood, we know, transmitted springs 
From laurell’d heroes and from warrior kings. 
Through that high series, we delighted trace 
The friends of liberty and human race! 

Qhl born to glad and animate our Isle ! 

For thcc our hcav’ns look pleas’d, our season 
smile; 

For thee, late object of our tender fears. 

When thy life.droop’d, and Britain w«»a in tean. 
All-cheering Health, t]pa goddess rosy-iair, 
Attended by toft turn and vernal air, 

Sought those fam’d Springs*, where, each afflictive 
hour. 

Disease, and age^ Jbd pain, invoke her pow’r: 

She came ; and* while to thee the current flovn^ 
Pour’d all herself, an&4a thy cup arose. 

Hence, to thy cheek, that instant bloom deriv’d! 

1 Icncc, with thy hcalth,4he weeping world reviv’d ! 





TO THE PRINCF OF ORANGE. 


IT 1 


Proceed lo emulate thy race divine; 

A life of action and of praise be thine * 

Assert the titles, genuine, to thy blood, 

By nature daring, but by reason good. 

So great, so glorious, thy forefathers shone, 

No son of theirs must hope to live unknown: 
Their deeds will place thy virtue full in sight, 
Thy vice, if vice thou hast, in stronger light. 

It to thy fair beginnings nobly true, 

Think what the world may claim, and thou must 
do : 

The honors that already grace thy name 
Have fix’d thy choice, and force thee into fame. 
Kv’n she, bright Anna ! whom thy worth has won. 
Inspires thee what to seek and w’hat to shun: 

Rich in all outward grace, th* exalted fair 
Makes the soul’s beauty her peculiar care. 

O! lie your nuptials crown’d, with glad increase 
Of sons in war renown’d, and great in peace ; 

Of daughters fair and faithful, to supply 
The paliiot race, till Nature’s self shall diet 



VERSES 

occasioned 

BY DR. FRAZER'S 

Rebuilding Part of the Untvenity of Aberdeen. 

In times long past, ere Wealth was Learning’s foe. 
And dat’d despise the worth he would not know ; 
F.re mitred Bride, which arts alone had rais'd,— 
Those vrty arts in others saw, unprais’d; 

Friend to mankind*, a prelate good and great. 

The Muses courted to this safe retreat ; 
hix’d each fair virgin, decent, in her cell. 

With learned Leisure and with Peace to dwell. 
The fabric finish’d, — to the sov'reign’s famet, 

His own neglecting, he transferr’d his claim : 
Here, by successive worthies, well was taught 
Whate’cr enlightens oi* exalts the thought : 

With labour planted, and improv’d with care. 
The various tree of knowledge flourish’d fair ; 
Soft and serene the kindly seasons roll'd. 

And Science long enjoy'd her Age of Gold. 

Now, dire reverse! impair’d by lapse of years, 
A falling waste the Muses* teat appears. 

O'er her gray roofs, with baneful ivy bound. 
Time* sure destroyer, walks his hostile round: 

• iiUtp iipiums 

+ CaUtftf U Kent’s Cstkftjis Mplimrat ta Jams IV. 
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Silent and slow, and ceaseless in his toil. 

He mines each wall, he moulders ev’ry pile ! 

Ruin hangs hov’ring o’er the fated place, 

And dumb Oblivion comes with meuded pace. 

Sad Learning’s genius, with a father’s fear, 
Beheld the total desolation near; 

Beheld the Muses stretch the wing to Ay, 

And fix’d on heav’n his sorrow-streaming eye I 
From heav’n, in that dark hour, commission’d 
came 

Mild Charity, ev’n there the foremost name : 
Sweet Pity flew before her, softly bright. 

At whose felt influence Nature smil’d with light. 

* Hear, and rejoice!’ — the gracious pow'r be- 
gun — 

‘ Already fir’d by me, thy fav’rite son 
4 This ruin’d scene remarks with filial eyes, 

4 And from its fall bids fairer fabrics rise. 

4 Ev’n now, behold! where crumbling fragments 

g^y. 

4 In dust deep-bury'd, lost to mem'ry, lay ; 

4 The column swells, the well-knit arches bend, 

4 The round dome widens, and the roofs ascend I 
4 Nor ends the bounty thus: by him bestow'd, 

4 Here Science shall her richest stores unload ; 

* Whate’er long-bid Philosophy has found, 

* Or the Muse sung, with living laurel crown’d; 

4 Or History descry’ d, far looking sage ! 

* In the dark doubtfulness of distant age a 

» 
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* These, thy best wealth, with curious choic 

combin'd, 

1 Now treasur’d here, shall form the studious mind 
4 To wits unborn the wanted succours give, 

‘ And fire the Bard whom Genius means to live. 

* But teach thy sons the gentle laws of peace; 
1 Let low self-love and pedant discoid cease: 

* Their object truth, utility their aim, 

1 One social spirit reign, in all the same: 

* Thus aidrd, arts shall with fresh vigor shoot, 

1 Their cultur’d blossoms ripen into fruit, 

‘ Thy faded star dispense a brighter ray, 

* And each glad Muse renew her noblest lay.' 



VERSES 

WRITrrv FOR, AND GIVEN IN PRINT TO, 

A BEGGAR. 


o MERCt ’ Heav’n’s first attribute, 
Whose care embraces man and brute, 
Behold me, where I shiv’ring stand ; 

Bid gentle Pity stretch her hand 
To Want and Age, Disease and Pain, 

That all in one sad object reign. 

Still feeling bad, sttll fearing worse, 
hxistence is to me a curse ; 

Yet how to close this weary eye? 

Bv my own hand I dare not die j 
And Death, the friend of human woes, 
Who brings the last and sound repose. 
Death does at dreadful distance keep, 

And leaves one wretch to wake and weep I 


A WINTER’S DAY. 

WRITTEN IN A STATE OP MELANCHOLY • 

Now, gloomy Soul ! look out — ww cornea 
turn j 

With tiicc, behold all ravag'd nature mourn* 
p 5? 



176 


MISCELLANIES. 


Hail the dim empire of thy darling night, 

That spreads slow-shadowing o’er the vanquish’d 
l.ght. 

Look out with joy ; the ruler of the day, 

Faint, as thy hopes, emits a glimm’nng ray: 
Already exil’d to the utmost sky, 

Hither, oblique, he turn’d his clouded eye. 

Lo* from the limits of the wintry pole, 
•Mountainous clouds in rude confusion roll ; 

In dismal pomp, now hov’nng on their way, 

To a sick twilight they reduce the day. 

And harkl imprison’d winds, broke loose, arise, 
And roar their haughty triumph thro’ the skies; 
While the driv’n clouds, o’ercharg’d with floods 
of rain 

And mingled lightning, burst upon the plain. 

Now see sad earth — like thine her alter’d staM* 
Like thee she mourns her sad reverse of fatel 
Her smile, her wanton looks— where are they now ? 
haded her face, and wrapt in clouds her brow! 

No more th* ungrateful verdure of the plain, 
No more the wealth-crown’d labours of the swain; 
These scents of blits no wore upbraid my fate, 
Torture my pining thought, and rouse my hate; 
The leaf-clad forest and the tufted grove, 

Ercwhilc the safe retreats of happy love, 

Stripp’d of their honors, naked now appear; 

Tbia is— my Soul 1 the winter of their year s 
The little noisy songsters of the wing, 

AU thsv’nog no the bough, forget to ting. 
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Hail, rev’reiiQl Silence 1 with thy awful brow, 

B c Music’s voice for 'ever mute — as now; 

Let no intrusive )oy my dead repose 
Hi'.tuib: — no pleasure disconcert my woes. 

In this moss-cover’d cavern hopeless laid, 

On the cold cliff I’ll lean my aching head, 

And, pleased with Winter’s waste, unpitytng tee 
All nature in an agony with me 1 
Rough rugged rocks, wet marshes, ruin’d tow’rs, 
Bare trees, brown brakes, black heaths, and rushy 
moors, 

Dead floods, huge cataracts, to my pleas’d eyes — 
(Now 1 can smile!) — in wild disorder rise: 

And now, the various dreadfulness combin’d, 

Black Melancholy comes to doze my mind. 

See 1 Night’s wish’d shades rise spreading thro 
the air. 

And the lone hollow gloom for me prepare!* 

Hail 1 solitary ruler of the grave! 

Parent of terrors! from thy dreary cave! 

Let thy dumb silence midnight all the ground. 
And spread a welcome horror wide around*- 
But hark * — a sudden bowl invades my ear, 

The phantoms of the dreadful hour are near; 
Shadows from each dark cavern now combine; 
And stalk around, and mix their yells with mine* 
Stop, flying Time 1 repose thy restless wing; 
Fix here— nor hasten to restore the spring: 

Fix’d my ill fate, so fix’d let winter be*— 

Let ceVer wanton season laugh at me* 

* 3 
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Fair Morn ascends ; soft Zephyr’s wing 
O’er hilt and vale renews the spring; 
Where, sown profusely* herb and flow’r* 
Of balmy smell,' of healing pow’r. 

Their souls in fragrant dews exhale. 

And breathe fresh life in ev’ry gale. 

Here spreads a green expanse of plains. 
Where swcetly-pensive Silence reigns ; 
And there, at utmost stretch of eye, 

A mountain fades into the sky ; 

While winding round, di Fus’d and deep, 
A river rolls with sounding sweep. 

Of human art no traces near, 

I scein alone with Nature here 1 

Here are thy walks, O sacred Health 1 
The monarch’s bliss, the beggar’s wealth, 
The scas'mng of all good below I 
The sov’reign friend in joy or woe ! 

O thou I most courted, most despis’d. 
And but In absence duly priz’d ( 

Pow’r of the soft and rosy face, 

The vivid poise* the vennil grace. 

The spirits when they gayest shine. 
Youth, beauty, pleasure, all am thine! 
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d sun of life 1 whtfse heav’nly ray 
lights up and cheers our various day. 

The turbulence of hope and fears, 

The storm of fate, the cloud of years. 

Till Nature, with thy parting light, 

Reposes late in Death’s calm night: 

Fled from the trophy'd roofs of state. 

Abodes of splendid pain and hate; 

Fled from the couch where in sweet sleep. 
Hot Riot would his anguish steep, 

But tosses through the midnight shade, 

Of death, of life, alike afraid 1 
For ever fled to shady cell, 

Where Temp’rance, where the Muses dwell; 
Thou oft art seen, at early dawn. 
Slow-pacing o’er the breezy lawn ; 

Or on the brow of mountain high, 

In silence feasting ear and eye 

With song and prospect, which abound 

From birds, and woods, and waters round. 

But when the sun, with noontide ray, 
Flames forth intolerable day; 

While Heat sits fervent on the plain. 

With Thirst and Languor in his train. 

All Nature sick’ning in the blaze, 

Tbou, in the wild and woody maze 
That clouds the vale with umbrage deep*. 
Impendent from the neighboring steep. 

Wilt find betimes a calm r etr ea t. 

Where breathing Coolness has her mb 
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There plung’d amid the shadows brown, 
Imagination lavs him down, 

Attentive, in his airy mood, 

To cv’ry murmur of the wood : 

The bee in yonder flow’ry nook ; 

The eludings of the headlong brook ; 

The green leaf shiv’ring in the gale; 

'I he warbling hill ; the lowing vale ; 

The distant woodman’s echoing stroke ; 

ITe thunder of the billing oak: 
i’iom thought to thought in vision led, 

He holds high converse with the dead ; 
Sages or poets. Sec! they rise, 

And shadowing skim before his eyes. 
Haikl Orpheus strikes the lyre again, 
That soften’d savages to men : 

Lo, Socrates ! the sent of Heav’n, 

'1 o vhom its moral will was giv’n : 
lathers and friends of human-kind, 

*1 hey form’d the nations, or refin’d; 

With all that mends the head and heart, 
Enliglu’mng truth, adorning art. 

While thus I mus’d beneath the shad* , 
At once the sounding breeze was laid. 

And Nature, by the unknown law, 

Shook deep with reverential awe. 

Dumb flktice grew upon the hour, 

A browner night involv’d the bow*r ; 
When, issuing from the inmost wood, 
Appear'd fair Freedom’s genius good. 
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O Freedom! Sovereign boon of Keav’n, 
Great charter with oar being giv’n, 

For which the patriot and the sage 

Have plann’d, have bled* through ev’ryagel 

High privilege of human race, 

Beyond a mortal monarch’s grace, 

Who could not give, nor can reclaim. 

What but from God immediate camel 

••»#»«#••••*«##• 


A FUNERAL HYMN. 

v . . *• 

Y e midnight Shades! o'er Nature spread I 

I) Limb silence of the dreary hour! 

In honor of th* approaching dead 
Around your awful terrors pour* 

Yes, pour around 
On this pale ground, 

Through at! the deep, surrounding gloom, . 
The sober thought. 

The tear untaught. 

Those meetest mourners at a tomb. 

it. 

Lo ! as the surplic’d train draw scat 
To this last mansion of mankind, 

The slow ad bell, the sable bier. 

In holy muting* wrap the mind 1 
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And while their beam, 

With trembling stream, 

Attending tapers faintly dart; 

Each mould’ring bone, 

Each sculptur’d stone, 

Strikes mute instruction to the heart ! 

in. 

Now let the sacred organ blow 
With solemn pause, and sounding slow; 
Now let the voice due measuie keep, 

In strains that sigh," and words that weep ; 
Till all the vocal cuirent blended roll. 
Not to depress, but lift the soaring soul. 

iv. 

To lift it in the Maker’s praise. 

Who first inform’d our frame with breath 
And after some few stormy days, 

Now, gracious gives us o’er to death. 

No King of Fears, 

In him appears 

Who shuts the scene of human woes ; 
Beneath His shade 
Securely laid, 

The dead alone ht|d true repose. 

v. 

Then, while we mipgle dust with dust, 
To One, supremely good and wise 
'Raise hallelujahs 1 God is just. 

And man most happy, when tidies ! 
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His Winter past, 

Fair Spring at last 
Receives him on her flowery shore i 
Where Pleasure’s rose 
Immortal blows, 

And sin and sorrow are no more 1 


ON AN AMOROU9*OLD MAN. 


Still hov’ring round the fair at sixty-four, 
Unfit to love, unable to give o'er; 

A flesh-fly, that just flutters on the wing, 

Awake to buzz, but not alive to sting; 

Brisk where he cannot, backward where he can. 
The teasing ghost of the departed man. 


ON I. fi. Esa. 

F h e youth had wit himself, and could 
A witty neighbour his good word. 

Tho’ scandal was his joy, he would not sweaty 
An oath had made the ladies stare* 

At them he duly dress'd, but without patlion ; 
His only mistress was the fashion. 
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His verse with fancy glitter’d, cold and faint; 
His prose with sense correctly quaint. 

Trifles he lov'd; he tasted arts: 

At once a fribble anj a man of parts. 


ON TIIE DEATH 


or 

LAD¥ ANSON. 


AJdreased to her Father, 1761. 

O! crown'd with honor, bless’d with length 
of days, 

Thou whom the wise revere, the worthy praise ; 
Just guardian of those laws thy voice explain’d, 
And meriting all titles thou hast gain'd— 

Tho’ still the fairest from Heav'n's bounty flow, 
For good and great no monarch can bestow ; 

Yet thus of health, of fame, of friends, possess'd, 
No fortune, Hardwicke 1 if sincerely bless'd : 

All human kind are tons of sorrow born ; 

The great must suffer, and the good must mourn. 

MMS, cm WUob'i *elf, what late was thine, 
CM mum*, without a sigh resign ? 

Ah I two: «4MLo*e, when Ream, band in hand 

Ybe fconcM heart dhntwcs to to fcc hr if , 

Sad Piety upland, the Ulay tear. 
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Those saCred drops, by virtuous weakness shed, 
Adorn the living while they grace the dead; 

From tender thought their source unblam’d they 
draw, 

By Heav’n approv’d, and true to Nature’s law. 
When his lov’d child the Roman could not 
save, 

Immortal Tully * from an early grave*, 

No common forms his home-felt passion kept, 
The sage, the patriot, in the parent wept : 

And, O * by grief ally’d, as join’d in fame, 

The same thy loss, thy sorrows are the same. 

She whom the Muses, whom the Loves, deplore, 
Ev’n she, thy pride and pleasure, is no more ; 

In bloom of years, in all her virtue’s bloom, 

Lost to thy hopes, and silent in the tomb. 

O season mark’d by mourning and despair 1 
Thy blasts how fatal to the young and fair I 
For vernal freshness, for the balmy breeze. 

Thy tainted wings came pregnant with disease ; 
Sick Nature sunk before the mortal breath, 

That scatter’d fever, agony, and death. 

Wbat fun’rals have thy cruel ravage spread f 
What eyes have flow’d! what noble bosoms bled) 
Here let Reflection fix her sober view; 

O think who suffer and who sigh, with you. 

* Tallis died about the age at two-aod-thirf j. She It «*!©• 
billed Kir her filial piety, led for haring added to the us* el 
grace* of l»er an, the more solid accomptisiuarafi of kaovirdgt 
aod polite letter* MaKtt. 

MALJ.IT. 
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See, rudely toateh'd, in all her pride of charms, 
Bright Granby from a youthful husband’s arms! 
In climes far distant see that husband mourn, 

H» arms revers’d, his recent laurel tom! 

Behold again, at Fate’s imperious call, 

In one dread instant blooming Lincoln fall ! 

See her lov'd lord with speechless anguish bend ! 
And, mixing tears with his, thy noblest friend, 
Thy Pelham turn on hcav’n his streaming eye ; 
Again in her he sees a brother die 1 

And he who, long unshaken and serene, 

Had death in each dire form of terror seen, 

Thro' worlds unknown, o'er unknown oceans tost, 
By love subdu'd, now weeps a consort lost ; 

Now, sunk to fondness, all the man appears, 

His front dejected, and his soul in tears. 

Yet more ; nor thou the Muse’s voice disdain, 
Who fondly tries to sooth a father’s pain — 

Let thy calm eye survey the suff 'ring ball, 

See kingdoms round thee verging to their fall I 
What Spring had promis’d, and what Autumn 
yields, 

The bread of thousands, ravish’d from (heir fields ! 
Sec youth and age, tb* ignoble and the great, 
Swept to one grave* in one promiscuous fate ! 
Hear Europe groan I hear all her nations mourn ! 
And be a private wound with patience borne. 

Think too, and reason will confirm the thought; 
1 by for her arc to their period brought. 
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Yes, she, fair pattern to a failing age J 
With wit chastis’d, with sprightly temper sage ; 
Whom each endearing name could recommend, 
Whom all became, wife, sister, daughter, friend, 
Unwarp’d by folly, and by vice unstain'd. 

The prize of virtue has for ever gain’d 1 
From life escap’d, and safe on that calm shore 
Where tm, and pain, and error, are no more ; 

She now no change, nor you no fear can feci ; 
Death to her fame has &*’d th* eternal seal. 


IMPROMPTU, 

On a Lad y echo had patted t me Time in Playing f 4th a 
eery Young Child. 

W H v on this least of little Misses 
Did Celia waste so many kisses ? 

Quoth Love, who stood behind, and smil’d. 
She kiss’d the father in the child. 


INSCRIPTION FOR A PICTURE. 

w it h no one talent that deserves applause; 
With no one aukwasdness that laughter draws; 
Who thinks not, but just echoes what we sap; 
A clock, at non, wound up, w run a dap | 
al 
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His larum goes in one smooth simple strain; 

He stops, and then we wind him up again : 

Still hovering round the fair at fifty-four, 

Unfit to love, unable to give o’er ; 

A flesh-fly, that just flutters on the wing, 
Awake to buzz, but not alive to sting; 

Brisk where he cannot, backward where he can. 
The teasing ghost of the departed man. 


EPIGRAM, 

On teeing two Perrons pm ct hy in very different Equipages 

In modern as in. ancient days. 

See what the Muses have to brag on ; 

The player in his own pott-ifcaisc. 

The poet in a carrier's waggtfei 


EPIGRAM, 

written «t 

t un »*iog t-wuxs, nan. 

w*.* Churchill led his legions on. 
Success still follow’d where he shone. 
And are those triumphs, with the dead. 
All (mm hi* house, for ever, fled? 
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Not so; but softer, surer arms, 

They yet survive in Beauty's charms; 
For look on blooming Pembroke's face, 
Ev’n now he triumphs in his race. 


EPIGRAM, 

On a certain Lord's Passion fbr a Singer 

N ERIN a's angel-voice -delights ; 

Nerma's devil face affrights; 

I low whimsical her Strephon’s fate. 
Condemn’d at once to like and hate ! 

But be she cruel, be she kind, 

Love ! strike her dumb, or make him blind. 


A SIMILE IN PRIOR, 

Applied Co t he same Person, 

D E a r Thomas ! didst thou never pop 
Thy head into a tinman's shop ? 

There, Thomas! didst thou never sop 
f Tis but by way of Simile — 

A squirrel spend its little rage 
In jumping round a rolling cage ? 

Mov'd in the orb, pleas'd with the chimes, 
The foolish creamer thinks it climbs; 

«3 
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But here or there, turn wood or wire, 

It never gets two inches higher. 

So fares it with this little peer, 

So busy and so bustling here; 

For ever flirting up and down, 

And frisking round his cage, the Town. 
A world of nothing in hi$ chat, 

Of who sad this, and who did that ? 
With Sunilies that never hit, 

Vivacity that has no wit ; 

Schemes laid this hour, the next forsaken 
Advice oft ask'd, but never taken ; 

Still whirl'd, by ev’ry rising whim. 

From that to this, from her to him ; 

Arid when he hath his circle run, 

He ends — just where he first begun. > 


EPITAPH, 


ME. AIRMAN AND HIS ONLY SON, 

Who were hath interred in the mme Grm*. 

Dear to the wisc.and good, disprais’d by 
Here sleep in peace the father and the son ; 
By Virtue, as by Nature, close ally’d. 

The palmer's genius, but without the pride; 
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Worth unambitious, wit afraid to shine, 

Honour’s clear light, and Friendship’s warmth di- 
vine. 

The son, fair-rising, knew too short a date ; 

But, oh ! how more severe, the parent’s fate! 

He saw him torn, untimely, from his side, 

Felt all a father’s anguish, wept, and dy’d! 


EPITAPH 


on 

A YOUNG LADY. 

Th i s humble grave though no proud structures 
grace, 

Yet Truth and Goodness sanctify the place ; 

Yet blameless Virtue, that adorn’d thy bloom, 
Lamented Maid ! now weeps upon thy tomb. 

O ’scaped from life ! O safe on that calm shore 
Where sin, and pain, and passion, are no more I 
What never wealth could buy, nor pow’r decree, 
Regard and Pity wait sincere ou thee : 

Lo ! soft Remembrance drops a pitying tear, 

And bo)y Friendship stands a mourner here. 



EPISTLES. 


TO MIRA. 

From the Country. 

At this late hour the world li£s hush’d below, 
Nor is one breath of arr awake to blow: 

Now walks mute Midnight darkling o’er the 
plain, 

Rest, and soft-footed Silence, in his train. 

To bless the cottage, and renew the swain. 

These all-asleep, me all-awake, they find; 

Nor rest nor silence charm the lover’s mind. 
Already I a thousand torments prove, 

The thousand torments of divided love : 

The rolling thought impatient in the breast, 

The flurt’nng wish on wing, that will not real; 
Desire, whose kindled flames, undying glow 5 
Knowledge of distant hi is* and present woe ; 
I’nhushfd, unsleeping all, with me they dwell, 
Children of absence and of loving well. 

These pale the cheek and cloud the cheerless eye, 
Swell the swift teu, and heave the frequent sigh ; 
These reach the heart, and bid the health decline ; 
And these, O Mira ! these are truly mine. 

She whose sweet smile would gladden all the 
grove, 

Whose mind w music, and whose looks arc love ; 
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She, gentle Pow’r' victorious softness! — She, 
Mira, is far from hence, from love and me ; 

Yet, in my cv’ry thought, her form I find, 

Her looks, her words — her world of charms com- 
bin’d ! 

Sweetness is her’s, and unaffected ease, 

The native wit, that was not taught to please, 
Whatever softly animates the face, 

T he eye’s attemper’d hre, the winning grace. 

The unstudy’d smile, the blush that nature warms, 
And all the graceful negligence of charms 1 
Iia 1 while 1 gaze, a thousand ardours rise, 

And my fir’d bosom flashes from my eyes. 

Oh ! melting mildness 1 miracle of charms ! 
Receive ray soul within those folding arms ; 

On that dear bosom let my wishes rest — 

Oh 1 softer than the turtle’s downy breast ; 

And see! where Love himself is waiting near: 
Here let me ever dwell — for heav’n is here ! 


TO MR. THOMSON, 

on his publishing 

the tccond Edition qf ku Poem called 

u WINTER.” 

C« aim'd and instructed by thy powerful song, 
I hive, unjust, withheld my thanks too long; 
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This debt of gratitude at length receive, 

Warmly sincere, ’tis all thy friend can give. 

Thy worth new-ligbts the poet’s darken’d name, 
And shcus it blazing in the brightest fame, 

Thro’ all thy various Winter, full are found 
Magnificence of thought, and pomp of sound, 
Clear depth of sense, expression’s height’ning 
grace, 

And goodness, eminent in pow’r and place. 

For this the wise, die knowing few commend 
With zealous joy — for thou art Virtue’s friend: 
Fv’n age and truth aeveie, in reading thee, 

Thai Heav'n inspires the Muse, convinc’d, agree. 

Thus I dare sing of merit, faintly known. 
Friendless — supported by itself alone : 

For those whose aided will could lift thee high 
In Fortune, sec not with Discernment’s eye. 

Nor place nor pow’r bestows the sight refin’d. 

And wealth enlarges not the narrow mind. 

How could’st thou think of such, and write so 
well ? 

Or hope reward by daring to excel ? 

Unskilful of the age, untaught to gain 
Those favours which the fawning base obtain, 

A thousand shameful arts, to thee unknown. 
Falsehood and flatt'ry must be first thy own. 

If thy lov'd country Jjngers on thy breast. 

Thou must drive out th* unprofitable guest ; 
Extinguish each bright aim that ksndies there, 

Audi centre in thyself thy eVry care. 
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But hence that vileness — pleas’d to charm 
mankind, 

Cast each low thought of int’rcst far behind : 
Neglected into noble scorn — away 
From that worn path where vulgar poets stray ; 
Inglorious herd ! profuse of venal lays, 

And, by the pride, despis’d, they stoop tc praise : 
1 hou careless of the statesman’s smile or frown, 
Tread that strait way that leads to fair renown. 
By Virtue guided, and by Glory fir’d, 

And, by reluctant Envy, slow admir’d, 

Dare to do well, and m thy boundless mind 
Embrace the gen’ral welfare of thy kind ; 

Enrich them with the treasures of thy thought, 
What Heav’n approves, and what the Muse has 
taught. 

Where thy pow’r fails, unable to go on, 
Ambitious, greatly will the good undone: 

So shall thy name thro’ ages bright’ning shine, 
And distant praise, from worth unborn, be thine j 
So shalt thou, happy, merit HcavVs regard, 

And find a glorious, though a late reward. 



SONGS. 


SONG. 


To a Scotch Tone — “ The Btrks of Endtrmay n 


I . 

1/U smiling mom, the breathing spring 
Invite the tuneful birds to sing. 

And while they warble from each spray, 
Love melts the universal lay. 

Let us, Amanda 1 timely wise, 

Like them improve the hour that flies. 
And, in soft raprures, waste the day 
Among the shades of Endermay. 


I u 

For soon the winter of the year, 

And age, life's winter, will appear ; 

At this, thy living bloom mutt fade. 
As that will trip the verdant shade : 
Our task of pleasure then is o'er; 

The feather'd songsters love no more ; 
And when they droop, and we decay. 
Adieu the shades of Eodermay ! 



SONG. 


Tt» a Scutch Tunc. — “ Mari / Suot.’* 

W hfrf Thames, along the daisy' meads* 
His wave in lucid mazes leads, 

Silent, slow, serenely flowing. 

Wealth on either shore bestowing. 

There in a safe though, small retreat. 
Content and Ixive have fix'd their seat ; 
Love, that counts his duty pleasure, 
Content, that knows and hugs bis treasure. 

1 1 . 

From art, From jealousy, secure, 

As faith unblam’d, as friendship pure. 

Vain opinion nobly scorning, - 
Virtue aiding, life adorning; 

Fair Thames, along thy flow’ry side, 

Jday those whom truth and reason guide. 

All their tender hours improving. 

Live like us, belov'd and loving ! 


ft 



AN ODE, 


in 

“THE MASK OF ALFRED ’» 

Sung by a Shepherdess who hat lost her Lover in the Wars. 

A youth, adorn’d with cv’ry art 
To warm and win the coldest heait, 

In secret mine possess’d: 

The morning bud that fairest blows. 

The vernal oak that straightest grows, 

His face and shape express'd. 

In moving sounds he told his tale. 

Soft as the sighings of the gale 
That wakes the flow'ry year. 

What wonder he could charm with ease, 
Whom happy Nature taught to please. 

Whom Houour made sincere ! 

At morn he left me — fought — tod fell 1 
The fatal ev’ning heard his knell. 

And taw the lean 1 shed. 

Tears that must ever, ever fall. 

For, ah! no siglu the past recall. 

Nor cries awake the dead ! 



PROLOGUES ) 


&c. 


PROLOGUE 


to 

“THE SIEGE OF DAM ASCII S ” 

Spoken by Lord, Saudmeh. 

W h e n arts and arms, beneath Eliza's smile. 
Spread wide thnr influence o'er this happy isle, 

A golden reign, uncurs'd with party-rage. 

That foe to taste, and tyrant of our age ; 

Ere all our learning m a libel lay, 

And all our talk in politics or play. 

The statesman oft would sooth his toils with wit, 
What Spenser sung, and Nature’s Shakspcare writ ; 
Or to the lamcll’d grove, at times, retire, 

There woo the Muse, and wake the moving lyre. 

As lair examples, like ascending Morn, 

The world at once enlighten and adorn. 

From them diffus'd the gentle arts of peace 
Shot bright'ning o’er the land with swift increase, 
Rough nature soften'd into grace and ease. 

Sense grew polite, and Science sought to please. 

Reliev'd from yon* rude scene of party-din. 
Where opcaJWncn vies with secret Sin, 

ft 2 
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And safe cmbowVd in Woburn’s* airy groves. 
Let us recall the times our taste approves, 

Awaken to our a'd the mourning Muse, 

1 hrough cv’ry bosom tender thought infuse. 

Melt angry faction into moral sense, 

And to his guests a Bedford’s soul dispense. 

And now, while Spring extends her smiling 
reign. 

Green on the mountain, Tlow’ry on the plain; 
While genial Nature bieathcs from hill to dale 
Health, fragrance, gladness, in the living gale, 

1 he various softness stealing through the heart. 
Impressions sweetly social will impart. 

When sad Eudocia pours her hopeless woe 
The tear of pity will unbidden flow 1 
When erring Phocyas, whom wild passions blind. 
Holds up himself a mirror for mankind. 

An equal eve on our own hearts we turn. 

Where frailties lurk, where fond affections burn; 
And conscious Nature is in all the same. 

We mourn the guilty, while the guilt we blame! 

* Tht S&egt of Da mount vat acted at Woburn by the 
Duke of Bedford, the Earl of Sandwich, and tome other peraoM 
of distinction, m toe enumh u May, 174 J. 



PROLOGUE 


lo 

MR. THOMSON'S “AGAMEMNON. ' 

W tifn this derisive night at length appears, 

The night of ev’rv author’s hopes and fears, 
What shifts to bribe applause poor poets try ! 

In all the forms of wit they court and lie : 

These meanly beg it as an alms ; and those 
By boastful bluster dazzle and impose. 

Nor poorly fearful nor securely vain. 

Ours would by honest ways that grace obtain ; 
Would, as a free-born wit, be fairly try’d, 

And then — let candour fairly too decide. 

He courts no friend who blindly comes to praise ; 
He dreads no foe — but whom his faults may raise. 

Indulge a gen’rous pride, that bids him own 
He aims to please by noble means alone ; 

By w hat may win the judgment, wake the heart, 
Inspiring nimue, and directing art ; 

By scenes so wiought as may applause command 
More from the judging head and thund'nng hand: 

Important it the moral we would teach— 

Oh ! may this island practice what we preach — 
Vice in its lint approach with care to shun; 

The wretch who onre engages is undone. 

Crimes lead to greater crimes, and Imk so straight, 
What first was accident at last is fate : 

a 3 
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GulH’s hapless servant sinks into a slave, 

And Virtue’s last sad smugglings cannot save. 

4 As such our fair attempt, we hope to sec 

• Our judges — here at least — from influence free 

* One place — .unbiass’d vet by party rage — - 

4 Where only honour votes — the British stage. 

4 We ask for justice, for indulgence sue ; 

4 Our last best licence must proceed from you.* 


PROLOGUE 

10 

“THE MASK 0> BRITANNIA.” 

Spoken by Mr Garnck *, 1755, in the Charartcr qf a Sailor 
fuddled , and tdlkuig to huntelf. 


He enters singing, 

44 How pleasant a sailor's life passes ! " 

Wu, if thou art, my boy, a little mellow, 

A sailor, half-seas o’er— is a pretty fellow. 

What dicer, ho ? Do I carry too much tail ? 

[To the Pin 

Ko— *tght and trim — I scud before the gale — 
[He Udggers forward, then stop* 
• Some of th* line*, too, were writtco fcr Nua. 
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But softly tho’ ; the vessel seem* to heel : 

Steady, my boy — she must not shew her keel. 

A ud now, thus ballasted — what course to steer ? 
Shall 1 again to sea — and bang Mounseer? 

Or stay on shore, and toy with Sal and Sue-— 
Dost love ’em, Boy r 5 — By this right hand 1 do. 

A weli-rigg’d g*rl is surely most inviting; 

T here’s nothing better, faith— save flip and fighting: 
For shall uc, sons of beef and freedom, stoop, 
Or lower our flag to slavery and soup** 

What 1 shall these Parlyvous make suih a racket, 
And we not lend a band to late their jacket ? 

^till shall Old bngldim he your Frenchman’s butt! 
Whcne’ei lie shuffles we should always cut. 

PI) to ’em, faith — Avast — before 1 go — 

Ha\c I not promis’d Sal to see the show’ P 

[ Pulls out a play-bill . 
From this same paper we shall understand 
^Vbar work’s to-nighi — I read vour printed hand! 
But, first rcfrtsh a bu — for fauh 1 need it — 

Pj! take on c sugar-plum — and then I’ll read if. 

[Takes some tobacco, 
[lb read* the ploy-bill of Zara, which was acted 
that cv'nrng * 

At the TMe-atre- Royal — Drury- Lane — will be 

preuata-ud a tragedy tailed 

SARAH. 

Pm glad ’w Sarah — Then our Sal may see 
Her namesake's tragedy ; arid as fat me, 

PJi sleep as sound as if I were at tea. 
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To which will be added — a new Mask . 
Zounds 1 why a Mask ? We sailors hate grimaces : 
Above-board all, we scorn to hide our faces* 

But what is here, so very large and plain ? 
Bri-ta-nia— -oh, Britania! — good again — 

Huzza, Boys 1 by the Royal George I swear, 

Tom Coxen and the crew shall straight be there. 
All free-born souls must take Bn-ta-nia‘s part, 
And give her three round cheers with hand and 
heart 1 [ Going ojf \ he stops. 

I wish you landmen, tho’, would leave your tnckf. 
Your factions, parties, and damn'd politics ; 

And, like us honest tars, drink, fight, and sing. 
True to yourselves, your country, and your king. 


EPILOGUE 

TO 

"THE BROTHERS:” 

% & ragrftp, 

BY DR YOUNG. 

To woman sure the most severe affliction 
Is from these fellows point-blank contradiction. 
Our Bard, without — I wish he would appear — 
Ud f 1 would give it him — but yon shall hear— 
Good Sir ! quoth i— and curtsey'd as I spoke— 
Our pit, you know, expects and loves a joke — 
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'Twere fit to humour them ; for, right or wrong, 
True Britons ncier like the same thing long. 
To-dav is fair — tin y strut, huff, sweat, harangue— 
To-morrow is foul — they sneak aside, and hang. 

Is there a war — Peace’ peace' is all i heir cry: 

' i heir peace is made — then, blood 1 they’ll fight 
and du . 

Gallants! in talking thus I meant no treason; 

I would have brought, vou sec, the man to reason ; 
Bat with some folks, ’tis labour lost to strive ; 

A reasoning mule will neither lead nor drive. 

Hi humm’dand ha’d, then, waking fioni his dream, 
CrvM, I must preach to vou his moral scheme. 

A si he me, forsooth ’ to bench: the nation ! 

J'omc qiucr odd whim of pious propagation*’ 

J ord 1 talk so hcie — the man must be a widgeon— 
Drurv nn\ ptopa^aie — but not Religion. 

Vet, ahir all, to give the devil h ' due, 

Our Autho.’s scheme, tho’ strange, is wholly new. 
Weir, sha.l ih** novelty then recommend it’ > 

If not 1 1 o.i. u-sing, fiom caprice befriend it. 

For drums and routs make hun a-wline your pa»- 
swu,, 

A little vhi’e let virtue be the fashion; 

And, »p»rr of real or imagin'd blunders, 

F.v*n let him live nine ua)s, like other wonders. 

* Hw Moin art%»ng r r .,m it m pti* werr wi(<’rri« , ri lo be given 
frf Use Auiijur to u.c society tut Fropagauii^ Cbrutuu knvw 
leugc. 


Tilt £KO. 
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THE LIFE 


or 

THOMAS GRAY. 


BT 

SAMUEL JOHNSON, L.L.D. 


Thomas Gray, the ton of Mr. Philip Gity, 
a scrivener of London, was born in CoitdttlL 
November 26, 1716. His grammatical ediifiatfiafc 
he received at Eton a rider the care of Mr. haum 
bat, his mother*! brother, then assistant mCJ Dyri 
George ; and when he left school, in 17&4 »*Sk 
teted a pensioner at Peterhouse in Cambridge^ 

♦The transition from the school to the coUego^|% J 
to most young scholars, the tine from which they 
date their years of manhOod, liberty, and happi- 
ness i hut Gray seems to have been very Utile de- 


f themode of life nor tlm &tbton , 
Mved sullenly on to the tune when 



Common Lew, he 


When he had been at Cambridge about five 
years, Mr* Horace Walpole, whose friendship he 
had gained at Eton, invited him to travel with 
him as his companion. They wandered through 
France into Italy ; and Gray's Letters contain a 
very pleasing account of many parts of their jour- 
ney. But unequal friendships are easily dissolved: 
at Florence they quarrelled, and parted ; and Mr. 
Walpole is now content to have it told that it was 
by his fault. If we look, however, without pre- 
judice on the world, we shall find that men, whose 
consciousness of their own merit sets them above 
the compliances of servility, are apt enough in 
their association with superiours to watch their 
own dignity with troublesome and punctilious jea* 
lousy, and in the fervour of indepeudanee to exact 
that attention which they refuse to pay. Part 
they did, whatever was the quasi <1, and the rest 
of their travels was doubtless more unpleasant to 
them both. Gray continued his journey in a man- 
ner suitable to his own little fortune, with only 
an occasional servant. 

He returned to England in September 171 1 # 
and in about two months afterwards buried his fa- 
ther ; who bad, by an injudicious waste of money 
Upon a new bouse, so much lessened his fortune, 
shat Gray thought himself too poor to study the 
Jaw- He therefore retired to Cambridge, where 
he soon after became bachelor of Civil Law a and 
pftfhtit, without Dung the place or its inh ab it a n ts. 
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or professing to like them, he passed, except a 
ihort resK.li.nce in London, the rest of his life. 

About this time he was deprived of Mr. West, 
the son of a chancellor of Ireland, a friend on 
whom he appears to have set a high value, and 
who deserved his esteem by the powers which he 
shews in his Letters, and in the 44 Ode to May,** 
which Mr. Mason has preserved, as well as by the 
sincerity with which, when Gray sent him part of 
44 Agrippina,” a tragedy that he had just begun, 
he gave an opinion which probably intercepted the 
progress of the work, and which die judgment of 
every reader will confirm. It was certainly no 
loss to the English stage that “ Agrippina” was 
never finished. 

• In this year (17 42) Gray seems first to have 
applied himself seriously to poetry ; for in this 
year were produced the 44 Ode to Spring,” his 
“ Prospect of Eton,” and his “ Ode to Adver- 
sity. ” He began likewise a Latin poem, 44 De 
puucipus cogitandi ” 

It may be collected from the narrative of Mr. 
Mason, that lus first ambition was to have excelled 
an Latin poetry : perhaps it were reasonable to 
wish that he had prosecuted his design ; for though 
there is at present some embarrassment. iu his 
phrase, and some harshness in his lvrick numbers, 
his copiousness of language is such as very few 
yWttJj and his lines, even when imperfect* djyt* 
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cover a writer whom practice would quickly have 
made skilful. 

He now lived on at Peterhouse, very little so- 
licitous what others did or thought, and cultivated 
his mind and enlarged his views without any other 
purpose than of improving and amusing himself ; 
when Mr. Mason Jbeing elected fellow of, Pem- 
broke Hall, brought him a companion who was 
afterwards to be his editor, and whose fondness 
and fidelity has kindled in him a zeal of admira- 
tion, which cannot be reasonably expected from 
the neutrality of a stranger, and the coldness of a 
cntick. 

In this retirement he wrote (1747) an ode on 
the 4 ‘ Death of Mr. Walpole’s Cat and the year 
afterwards attempted a poem of more importance, 
oil 11 Government and Education,*' of which the 
fragments which remain have many excellent lines. 

His next production (1750) was his far-famed 
11 Elegy in the Church-yard," which, finding its 
way into a Magazine, first, I believe, made him 
known to the publick. 

An invitation from Lady Cobbatn about this 
time gave occasion to an odd composition called 
** A Long Story, 1 * which adds little to Gray*i 
character. 

Several of his pieces were published (1753) 
with designs by Mr. Bentley, and, that they might 
in some form or other make a book, only one su)c 
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of cnch leaf was printed. 1 believe the poemli 
and ilie pta'cw recommended each other so well, 
that the whole impression was soon bought. This 
yeai he lo^t his mothei. 

Some time afrei wards (1756) some young men 
of the college, whose chambers were near his, di- 
verted tlu'insclves with distuibing bun by frequent 
and troublesome noises, and, as is .said, by pranks 
}et more oltcnsivc and contemptuous. 1 his inso- 
lence, having endured it a while, he represented 
to the governors of the society, among whom per- 
haps he had no friends ; and. Boding his complaint 
little regarded, removed himself to Pembroke 
Hall. 

In 1757 he published 11 The Progress of 
Poetry” and “ The Hard,” two compositions at 
which the leaders of poetry were at first content to 
gaze in mute amazement. Some that tried them 
#onfcssed their inability to understand ibem, though 
Warbuaon said that they were understood as well 
as the works of Milton and Shakspearc, which it 
is the fashion to admire. Garuck wrote a few 
lines in their praise. Some hardy champions un- 
dertook to rescue them froth neglect, and in a short 
time many weie content to be shewn bea u ti c s 
which they could not see. 

Gray’s reputation was now so high, that, after 
the death of Cibber, be had the honour of refusing 
the laurel, which was then bestowed on Mr, 
Whitehead. 

A 3 
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His curiosity, not long after, drew him away 
from Cambridge to a lodging near the Museum, 
where he resided near three years, reading and 
transcribing ; and, so fat as can be discovered, 
very little affected by two odes on “ Oblivion’* 
and “ Obscurity,” in which his lynck perform- 
ances were ridiculed with much contempt and 
much ingenuity. 

When the Professor of Modem History at 
Cambridge died, he was, as he says, “ cockered” 
and “ spirited up,’* till he asked it of lord Bute, 
who sent him a civil refusal ; and the place was 
given to Mr. Brocket, the lutor of Sir James 
Lowthcr. 

His constitution was weak, and believing that 
his health was promoted by exercise and change 
of place, he undertook (1763) a journey into 
Scotland, of which his account, so far as it ex- 
tends, is very curious and elegant : for, as his 
comprehension was ample, his curiosity extended 
to all the work* of art, all the appearances of na- 
ture, and all the monuments of past events. He 
naturally contracted a friendship with Dr. Beattie, 
whom he found a poet, a philosopher, and a good 
man. The Marcschal College at Aberdeen offered 
him the Degree of Doctor of Law*, which, having 
omitted to take it at Cambridge, he thought it 
decent to refute. 

What he had formerly solicited in vain, was at 
|«»t given him without solicitation. The Profettor- 
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ship of History became again vacant, and he re- 
ceived (1768) an offer of it from the duke of 
Grafton. He accepted, and retained it to hi$ 
death ; always designing lectures, but nevei read- 
ing them ; uneasy at his neglect of duty, and ap- 
peasing his uneasiness with designs of reformation, 
and with a resolution which he believed himself to 
have made of resigning the office, if he found 
himself unable to discharge it. 

Ill health made another journey necessary, and 
he visited ( 1769) Westmoreland and Cumberland, 
He that reads his epistolary narration wishes, that 
to travel, and to tell his travels, had been more 
of his employment ; but it is by studying at home 
that we must obtain the ability of travelling will* 
intelligence and improvement. 

His travels and his studies were now near their 
end. The gout, of which he had sustained many 
weak attacks, fell upon his stomach, and yielding 
to no medicines, produced strong convulsions, 
which (July 30, 177 1,) terminated in death. 

His character 1 am willing to adopt, as Mr. 
Mason has done, from a Letter written to my 
friend Mr. Boswell, by the Rev. Mr. Temple, 
rector of St. Gluvias in Cornwall ; and am as 
willing as hit warmest well-wisher to believe it 
true. 

44 Perhaps be was the most learned man Sa 
** Europe. He was equally acquainted with the 
** elegant and profound parts of science, and that 
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* l not superficially but thoroughly. He knew 
“ every branch of histoiy, both natural and civil ; 
“ had icad all the original histoiians of England, 
“ France, and ltalv ; and was a great antiquarian. 
44 Cnticism, metaphysics, morals, politics, made 
“ a principal part <j{ his study ; voyages and travels 
44 of all soils were his favourite amusements; and 
44 ho had a fine taste m painting, punts, aichi- 
lt lecture, end gardening. With such a fund of 
“ knowledge, his conversation must have been 
4< equally instructing and entertaining ; but he was 
“ also a good nun, a man of virtue and humanity. 
“ There is no character without some speck, some 
“ imperfection ; and I think the greatest defect in 
“ his was an affectation iu delicacy, or rather elfc- 
“ minacy, and a viable fastidiousness, or contempt 
“ and disdain of his inferiors in science. He 
“ also had, in some degree, that weakness which 
•* disgurted VoltJire so much in Mr. Congreve : 
14 though he seemed to value others chiefly accord- 
“ ing to the progress they had made iu knowledge, 
“ yet he could not bear to be considered himself 
44 merely as a nun of letters ; and though without 
•* birth, or fortune, or station, his desire was to 
** be looked upon as a private independent gentle- 
44 man, who read lor his amusement. Perhaps it 
4 * may be said, What signifies \o much knowledge, 
41 when it produced so little ? Is it worth taking 
** so much pains to leave no memorial but a few 
l* poems ? But la u be considered that Mr. Gray 
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n wai to others at least innocently employed , to 
14 himself, certainly beneficially. His time passed 
44 agreeably ; he was every day making some new 

acquisition in science ; his mind was enlarged, 
“ his heart softened, his virtue strengthened; the 
“ world and mankind were shewn to him without 
“a mask, and he was taught to consider every 
14 thing as trifling, and unworthy of the attention 
“ of a wise man, except the pursuit of knowledge 
14 and practice of virtue, in that state wherein God 
44 hath placed us.” 

To this character Mr. Mason has added a mora 
particular account of Gray’s skill in zoology. He 
has remarked, that Gray’s effeminacy was affected 
most 44 before those whom he did not wish to 
** please and that he is unjustly charged with 
making knowledge his sole reason of preference, 
as he paid his esteem to none whom he did not 
likewise believe to he good. 

What has occurred to me from the slight in- 
spection of his Letters in which my undertaking 
has engaged me, is, that hn mind bad a large 
grasp ; that his curiosity was unlimited, and bis 
judgment cultivated ; that be was a man likely to 
love much where be loved at all, hot that be was 
fastidious and hard to please. His contempt, how- 
ever, is ofien employed, where I hope it will be 
approved, upon scepticism, and infidelity.' His 
short account of Shaftesbury I will insert. 

** Yea say you cannot conceive bow lord Shaf. 
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4! tcsburv came to be a philosopher in vogue ; T 
44 v\ill tell you: first, lie was a loid ; secondly, 

“ he was as vain ns any of lus readers; thirdly, 

** men are very prone to believe what they do not 
“understand; fourthly, they will believe any 
“ thing at all, provided they are under no obliga- 
M non to believe it ; fifthly, they love to take a 
“ new road, rni when that road leads no where; 
“ sixthly, he was reckoned a fine writer, and seems 
“ always to mean more than He said. Would 
44 you have any more reasons ? An interval of 
11 above foity years has pretty well destroyed the 
*• charm. A dead lord ranks with commoners; 
“ vanity is no longer interested in the matter ; for 
14 a new road is become an old one.** 

Mr. Mason has added from hxs own knowledge! 
that though Gray was poor, he was not’ eager of 
money ; and that, out of the little that he had, 
be was scry willing to help the necessitous. 

As a writer he had this peculiarity, that he did 
not write lus pieces hist rudely, and then correct 
i ire tn, buz laboured every line as it arose in the 
train of composition ; and be had a notion not very 
pet u liar, that he could not write but at certain 
lures* or ai happv moments; a fantastic foppery, 
to which my kindness for a man of Ir^rning and of 
virtue wishes him to have been supenour. 


G » a * ’» Poetry is now to be considered ; and 
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I hope not to be looked on as an enemy to bis 
name, if I confess that 1 contemplate it with less 
pleasure than his life. 

His ode on “ Spring” has something poetical, 
b$th in the language and the thought ; but the 
language is too luxuriant, and the thoughts have 
nothing new. There has of late arisen a practice 
of giving to adjectives derived from substantives, 
the termination of participles; such as the cultured 
plain, the daisied bank ; but I was sony to see, in 
the lines of a scholar like Gray, the honied Spring. 
r l he morality Is natural, but too stale; the con- 
clusion is pretty. 

1 he poem “ On the Cat” was doubtless by its 
author considered as a trifle, but it is not a happy 
trifle. In the first stanza “ the azure flowers that 
blow,” shew resolutely a rhyme is sometimes 
made when it cannot easily be found. Selim?, 
the Cat, is called a nymph, with some violence 
both to language and sense ; but there is good use 
made of it when it is done ; for of the two liac>» 

What fetmk heart on t<>hl demise * 

Vs hat ill's j\erse to usri 

the first relates merely to the nymph, and the se- 
cond only to the cat. The sixth stanza contains 
• melancholy truth, that “ a favourite has no 
44 friend but the last ends in a pointed sentence 
of no relation to the purpose ; if what glistered 
I ud been g*!d t the cat would not hare gone into 
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tfcV water; and, if she had, would not less have 
w drowned. 

The “ Prospect of Eton College” suggests no- 
thing to Gray, which every beholder does not 
equally think and feel. His supplication to father 
Thames, to tell him who drives the hoop or tosses 
the balh is useless and puerile. Father Thames 
has no better means of knowledge than himself. 
His epithet “ buxom health” is not elegant; he 
seems not to understand the word. Gray thought 
his language more poetical af it w as more remote 
from common use : finding in Dr)' den “ honey rc- 
“ dolent of Spring,” an expression that reaches 
the utmost limits of our languge, Gray drove it 
a little more beyond common apprehension, by 
making “ gales” to he “ redolent of joy and youth.” 

Of the “ Ode on Adversity,” the hint was 
first taken from “ O Diva, gratum qur regts 
11 Antium j" but Gray has excelled his original 
by the vaiiety of hit sentiments, and by their mo- 
ral application. Of this piece, at once poetical 
and rational, I will not by slight objections violate 
the dignity. 

My process hss now brought me to the womdtr - 
fid “ Wonder of Wonders,” the two Sista Odes; 
by which, though either vulgar ignorance or com- 
mon sense at first universally rejected them, many 
have been since persuaded 40 think themselves de- 
lighted. 1 am tax of those Chat arc willing to he 
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pleated, and therefore would gladly find the mean- 
ing of the first stanza of the 44 Progress of Poetry.” 

Giay seems in his rapture to confound the 
images of “ spieading sound and running water.” 
A “stream of musick,” may be allowed; but 
where does 44 musick,” however 44 smooth and 
44 strong,” afte i having \isited the 44 verdant vales, 
44 row) down the steep amam,” so as that 44 rocks 
* 4 aud nodding groves re bellow to the roar ?** If 
this be said of Mi sirk, it is nonsense ; if it be said 
of Water, it is nothing to the purpose. 

7 he second staled, exhibiting Man’s car, and 
Jove’s eagle, is unworthy of fun her notice. Cri- 
ticism disdains to chase a school-boy to his com- 
mon-places. 

To the third it may likewise be objected, that 
St is drawn from Mythology, though such as may 
be more easily assimilated to real life. Idalia’s 
44 vclvctgTccn” has something of cant. An epithet 
or metaphor drawn from Nature ennobles Art: 
an epithet or metaphor drawn from Art degrades 
Nature. Giay is too fond of words arbitrarily 
compounded. 44 Many twinkling” was formerly 
censured at not analogical ; we may say 44 masy- 
44 spotted,” but scarcely 44 manv-spotting.” This 
stanza, however, has something pleasing. 

Of the second ternary of stanzas, the first en- 
deavours to tell something, and would have told 
it, had tt not been crossed by Hyperion : tbe se- 
cond describes well enough the universal preva- 
i 
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JerfCc of Poetry ; but I am afraid that the conclu- 
sion will not rise tiom the premises. The caverns 
#>» the North and the plains of Chili are not the 
residences of “ Glory and generous Shame.” But 
that Poetry and Virtue go always together is an 
Opinion so pleasing, that I can forgive him who 
resolves to think it tuic. 

The third stanza sounds big with “ Delphi,” 
and “ hgean,” and “ Ilissns,” aud “ Meanoter,” 
and 11 hallowed fountains,” and “ solemn sound;” 
but in ill Gray’s odes there is a kind of cumbrous 
splendour which we wish away. His position is 
at last false : in the time of Dante and Petrarch, 
from whom we derive our fir>t school of Poetry, 
Italy was over-run by “ tyrant power” and “ cow- 
“ ard vice nor was our state much better when 
we first borrowed the Italian arts. 

Of the third ternary, the first gives a mytholo- 
gical both of Shakspeare. What is said of that 
mighty genius is true ; but it is not said happily: 
the real effects of this poetical power are pat out 
of tight by the pomp of machinery. Where truth 
is sufficient to fill the mind, fiction is worse than 
useless : the counterfeit debases the genuine. 

I hs account of Milton’s blindness, if wc suppose 
it caused by study in the formation of his poem, a 
supposition surely allowable, it poetically true, and 
happily imagined. But the car of Dry den, with 
jits /m cwriert, has nothing in it peculiar; is it 
a var in which any other rider may be placed* 
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“ 1 he Bard” appears, at the fn si view, to he, 
as Algarotti and others have rcinaikcd, an imita- 
tion of the prophecy of Neretis. Algaiotti thinks 
it supenor to its original, and, if picfeicnce de- 
pends only on the imagery and animation of the 
two poems, ins judgment is tight. 1 here is in 
“ 'l he Bard” more foicc, moic thought, and more 
variety. But to copy is less than to invent, and 
the copy has been unhappily produced at a wrong 
lime, 'i'lie fiction of Horace was to the Romans 
credible ; but its revival disgusts us with apparent 
and unconquerable falsehood. Incredu/us odi. 

1 o select a singular event, and swell it to a 
giant's bulk by fabulous appendages of spectres and 
predictions, has little difficulty ; for he that for- 
sakes the probable may always hnd the marvellous. 
And it has little use ; we arc affected only as we 
believe ; we are improved only as we find some- 
thing to he unrated nr declined, I do not sec that 
*’ i he Bald” promotes anv truth, inoral or political. 

IJu stanzas arc too long, especially his epodes ; 
the ock iv finished before the eat lias learned us 
measures, a .) A consequently before it ra.i receive 
plcasuir from tin.* convcnaitcfc and recurrence. 

Of the fust status the ai rupt beginning bus hern 
Ce lebrated; but trchoic.il be*. i'ics can give pfgutC 
only to the iiivcmor. It ij m tbr power of any 
man to rush abruptly upon htv subject, that ha 4 
lead the ballad of J'Anny Armttrmg, 

** b 'iwrc ever A assn ;a all Scjt.aad*t— 

* t 
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The initial resemblances, or alliterations, 14 ruin, 
41 ruthless, helm or hauberk,” are below the gran- 
deur of a poem that endeavours at sublimity’. 

In the second stanza the Hard is well described; 
but in the third we have the puerilities of obsolete 
mythology. When we are told that 44 Cadwallo 
44 hush’d the stormy mam,’* and that 14 Modred 
44 made huge Pimlimon” bow his 41 cloud-top’d 
44 head,” attention recoils from the repetition of a 
tale that, even when it was first heard, was heard 
with f.corn. 

The weaving of the winding sheet he borrowed, 
as he owns, from the northern Bards ; but their 
texture, however, was very properly the work of 
female powers, as the act of spinning the thread 
of life in another mythology. Theft is always 
dangerous ; Gray has made weavers of slaughtered 
bards, by a fiction outrageous and incongruous. 
They art then called upon to “ Weave the warp, 

and weave the woof,” perhaps with no great 
propriety ; for it is by crossing the woof with the 
warp that men weave the web or piece ; and the 
first line was dearly bought bv the admission of its 
wretched correspondent, 44 Give ample room and 
44 verge enough *.’* He haf, however, no other 
lint as had. 

The third status of the second ternary is com* 

• “ 1 hare a soul. i v H tike an ample 

** Ua take ta ail , *»4 ue/yc **»-.£* K*r more." 

Uirdsat SrtofcM, 
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mended, I think, beyond its merit. The personi- 
fication is indistinct. Thirst and Hunger aie not 
aiike ; and their features to make the imagery 
perfect, should 1ij\c been discriminated. We are 
told, in the same stanza, “ how lowers arc fed.’* 
But I will no longer look for particular faults ; yet 
let it be obsersed that the ode might have been 
concluded with an actiort of better example ; but 
sumdc is al\va\s to be had, without cxpencc of 
thought. 

'1 hese odes arc marked by glittering accumula- 
tions of ungraceful ornaments ; they strike, rather 
than phase, the images arc magnified by affecta- 
tion ; the language is laboured into harshness. The 
nund of the writer seems to work with unnatural 
violence. 11 Double, double, toil and trouble." 
He has a kind of strutting dtgnits, and is tall by 
walking on tiptoe. Hu art and Ins struggle are 
too visible, and there is too little appearafficg of 
case and nature. 

To any that he his no beauties, would be tin* 
just : a man like hmi, of great learning am! great 
industiv, could not but produce something valua* 
ble. When he pleases least, it can only be said 
that a good design was ill directed. 

Hu translations of Nortbehi and Welsh l^serry 
deserve praise ; the imagery is preserved, perhaps 
often improved ; but the language is unlike the 
language of other poets. 

In the character of his Elegy I rejoice to con* 
j. 3 
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cur with the common redder; for by the common 
sense of readers uncorrupted with literary prejudices, 
after all the refinements of subtilty and the dogma- 
tism of learning, must he finally decided all claim 
to poetical honours. The Churchyard” abound* 
with images which find a mirroui in every mind, 
and with sentiments to which every bosom return* 
an echo. The four stanzas beginning “ Yet even 
these bones,” are to me original : I have never 
seen the notions m any other place; yet he that 
reads them here, persuades himself that he ha* 
always felt them. Had Gray written often thus, 
it had been vain to hlatue, and useless to praise 

Mi, 



Til E 


LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT 

OP MR. THOMAS GRAY. 

Extracted from the registry of the Prerogative Court 
of Canterbury . 


In the name of God. Amen, I, Thomas Gray, 
of Prmbioke-hall in the University of Cambridge 
being of sound mind and in good health of body, 
yet ignorant how long these blessings may be in*- 
dulged me, do make this my Last WiU and Teir 
lament, in manner and form following. FiOLjl 
do desire that my body may be deposited in thefMp 
made- l*v my late dear mother in the church«y<l§ 
of S'oLe-Pogns, near Slough in Hue ki nghatnaliiie^ 
bv K*r retnains, in a coffin of seasoned oak, nckwr 
In cri rior cohered, and (unless it be very inconve- 
suet t I could wish that one of mv executors may 
see me laid in the grave, and distribute among such 
honest and induitrKm poor persons in the said 
parish as hr thinks fit the sum of ten pounds in 
chanty. Next, I give to George Williamson, 
Is#q. my second rousm by tb* father's fide, now 
*f Caicuua m Bengal, itut turn of five hundred 
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ppunds, reduced Bank annuities, now standing in 
my name. I give to Anna Ladv Goring, also rav 
second cousin by the father’s side, of the county 
of Sussex, five hundred pounds reduced Bank an- 


nuities, and a pair of large blue and white old 
Japan cjhna jars. Item , I give to Mary Antrobus, 
of Cambridge, spinster, my second cousin by the 
mother’s side, all that my freehold estate and house 
tn the parish of St. Michael, Cornhill, London, 
now let at the yearly rent of sixty-five pounds, and 
in the occupation of Mr Nortgeth, perfumer, 
provided that she pay out of the said rent, by half- 
yearly payments, Mrs. Jane Ollifle, my aunt, of 
Cambridge, widow, the sum of twenty. pounds per 
annum during her natural life ; and after the de- 
cease of the said Jane Olliffe, I give the said estate 
to the said Mary Antrobus, to have and to hold 
toiler, her heirs and assigns for ever. Further, I 
H^icaih to the said Mary Antrobus the sum of 
tfbt hundred pounds new ^outh-Sea annuities, now 
Minding in the joint names of Jane OUifiTc, and 
Thomas Gray, hut charged with the payment of 
«hve pounds per annum, to Graves Stokely, of 
Stoke-Pogeis in the county of Bucks, which sum 
of six hundred pounds, after the decease of the 
•aid annuitant, does (by the will of Anna Rogers, 
my late aunt) belong solely and entirely to me, 
together with all overplus of interest in the mean- 
time accruing. Further, if at the time of g»v 
decease these shall be any at rear of salary doc to 
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mf irc’hi Ins Majcstj’s treasury, I give all such 
arrears to the sjici Marv Antrobus. Item, I give 
to Mrs. DorotHy Cornyns, of Cambridge, my 
other second cousin by the mother’s side, the sums 
of six hundred pounds old South-Se.i annuities, of 
thice hundred pounds four per cent. Bank annuities 
consolidated, and of two hundred pounds three per 
tent. Bank annuities consolidated, all now standing 
in :nv name. I give to Richard Stonehewer, Esq. 
one of his Majesty’s Commissioners of Excise, the 
sum of five hundred pounds reduced Bank annui- 
ties, and I beg his acceptance of one of my diamond 
rings. I give to Dr. Thomas Wharton, of Old 
Park* m the Bishopnck of Durham, five hundred 
pounds reduced Bank annuities, and desire him also 
to accept of one of my diamond rings. I give to 
my servant, Stephen Hempstead, the sum of fifty 
pounds reduced Bank annuities, and if he continue* 
in my service to the unit of my death, 1 al*O j(W 
him all my wearing apparel and linen. I give to 
my two cousins above-mentioned, Marv Antrobw* 
and Dorothy Coniyns, all my plate, watches, ring** 
thma ware, bed linen and tabic linen, and the 
furniture of my chambers at Cambridge not other* 
wise bequeathed, to be equally and amicably shared 
between them. I give to the Reverend William 
Mason, Precentor of York, all my books, manu- 
scripts, coins, music printed or written, and papers 
of all kinds, to preserve or destroy at his own di*~ 
fiction. And afic; my just debts and the cxpcucc* 
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my funeral arc discharged, all the residue of 
personal estate whatsoever I do hereby give and 
bequeath to the said Reverend William Masor, 
and to the Reverend Mr. James Biowne, President 
of Pcmbroke-hall, Cambridge, to be equally d.- 
vided between them, desunig them to apply the 
sum of two hundred pounds to an use of charity 
Concerning which 1 have already informed them. 
And I do hereby constitute and appoint them, the 
(aid Williaih Mason and James Browne, to be 
joint executors of this my Last Will and Testa- 
ment. And if any relation of mine, or other 
legatee, shall go about to molest or commence any 
suit against my said executors in the execution of 
their office, 1 do, as far as the law will permit me v 
hereby revoke and make void all such bequesu or 
legacies as I had given to that person or persons, 
and give it to be divided between my said execu- 
te** and residuary legatees, whose integrity and 
kindness I have so long experienced, and who can 
best judge of my true intention and meaning. In 
witness whcieof 1 have hereunto set my hand and 
•cal this 2d day of July 17 70. i homas ciay, 

£ig*rJ, sealed, pablhhrd, and declared, by the said Tba- 
mas Grey, the tntator, at and for kit Last WiU and 
Testament, in /be preuoct erf at, wb in bit presence, 
and at ha rtyoett, and in the presence of each other , 
jbvt tinned mr names as •witnesses hereto. 

IICHAID BSKtl, 
TttOMlS WIUuK, 
JQitlU TUBS It. 



1 AS r WILL or GUAY. 


VI 

ProVtd at London the 12th of August 177!, 
before the Worshipful Andrew Coltrc, Dncarel 
Doctor of Lavs and Surrogate, by the oaths of the 
Reveiend William Mas®n, Clerk, Master of Arts, 
and the Reverend James Browne, Clcik, Master 
of Arts, the executors, to whom administration 
was granted, having been first iworn duly to ad- 
minister. 

JOHN STFEVENS. } 

henry * T e i v i n s . £ Deputy Register < t. 

CIO. COST LING, jun. ) 




ODES. 


ON THE SPRING. 

Lo T wheic the rosy-bosom’d hours. 

Fair Venus’ train, appear, 

Disclose the long-expecting flow’rs, 

And wake the purple year. 

The ittic warbler pours her throat 
Responsive to the cuckoo’s note, 

The untaught harmony of spring, 

While whisp’ring pleasure as they flyy 
Cool zephyrs thro’ the clear blue sky 
Their gather’d fragrance fling. 

Where’er the oak's thick branches stretch 
A b loader, browner shade, 

Where’er the rude and in oss-grOwn beech 
OVr-canopies the glade, 

Beside some water's rushy brink 
With me the Muse shall sit, and think 
( At case reclin’d in rustic state) 

How vain the ardour of the crowd. 

How low, how little, arc |jic proud. 

How indigent the great ! 

* a bank 

0*1 with iuacums voodlnne. , 

6kaktp. l&E* yigkTt 
C 
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ODES. 


Still Is the toiling hand of Care, 

The panting herds repose, 

Yet hark! how thro* the peopled air 
The busy murmur glows ! 

The insect youth are on the v/ing, 

Eager to taste the honey’d spring, 

And float amid the liquid noon ; * 

Some lightly o’er the current skim, 

Some shew their gayly-gildcd trim, 

Quick-glancing to the sun. t 

To Contemplation’s sober eye, f 
Such is the race of man, 

And they that creep and they that fly 
Shall end where they began. 

Alike the busy and the gay 
But flutter thro’ life's little day. 

In Fortune's varying colours drest ; 

Brush'd by the hand of rough Mischance, 

6r chill'd by Age, their airy dance 
They leave, in dust to rest. 

Rethinks I bear, in accent low, 

The sportive kind reply, 

Poor Moralist 1 and what art thou ? 

A solitary fly I 

* Nve per stfsten Hqv&hl f'irg. Om f*. Uk 4* 

4 aportiaf with quick (laoet. 

Shew to the aaa that wavM coats drop! with (old. 

Pmdim Lai, k. 7. 

X While inacctt from the threshold preach, 4*. 

Mr. Crxt* in tfc* Qfvtte, Dairtty** mmmmm f nL r.y. 161- 



ON THE DEATH OF A CAT* 
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Thy joys no glitt’ring female meets, 

No hive hast thou of hoarded sweets, 
No painted plumage to display ; 

On hasty wings thy youth is flown, 

Thy sun is set, thy spring is gone — — — 
We frolic while 'us May, 


ON THE DEATH OF A FAVOURITE CAT, 

Drowned in a tub of goldfishes. 

Twa s on a lofty vase’s side, 

Where China’s gayest art had dy'd 
The azure flow'rs that blow. 

Demurest of the tabby kind. 

The pensive Selima, reclin'd. 

Gaz’d on the lake below* 

Her conscious tail her joy declar'd ; 

The fair round face, the snowy beard, 

The velvet of her paws. 

Her coat that with tbc tortoise vies, 

Her ears of jet, and cm’rald eyes, 

She saw, and purs’d applause. 

Still had she gaz'd, but 'midst the tide 
Two angel forms were seen to glide. 

The Genu of the stream ; 

Then scaly annotn's Tyrian hoc 

c% 



ODE i. 




St* 

Hetra) 


richest purple to the view 
tray’d a golden gleam. 


The hapless nymph with wonder saw : 
A whisker first and then a claw, 

With many an ardent wish, 

She stretch’d in vain to reach the pr\/,c : 
What female heart can gold despise ? 
What Cat’s averse to fish ? 


Piesumpt’ous maid ! with looks intent 
Agiin she stretch’d, again she bent, 

Nor knew the gulf between : 

(Malignant Fate sat bjL r imd smil’d) 

The slipp’ry verge her feet beguil’d j. 

She tumbled headlong in. 

Flight times emerging' from the flood. 
She mew’d to cv’ry wat’ry god 
Some speedy aid to send. 

Ko Dolphin came, no Nereid stirr’d. 
Nor cruel Voin nor Susan heard; 

A fav’mc has no friend! 

From hence, ye Bj^utia^ undeceiv'd. 
Know one false step l^ufcr retriev'd. 
And l^e with cautio«> — : 

Not all that tempt? yotJFVand’ ring eyes 
And heedless hearts is lawful prize, 

Nor all that gluten fold. 
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ON A DISTANT PROSPECT OP 

ETON COLLEGE. 

*AlQpUirOS IXX¥V TTfO^OLVlS I is TO SujV^liil 

MENANDER* 

Y e distant spires ! ye antique tow’rs l 
That crown the wat’ry glade 
Where grateful Science still adores 
Her Henry’s* holy shade, 

And ye that fiom the stately b$ow 
Of Windsor’s heights th’ expanse below 
Of grove, of lawn, of mead, survey, 

Whose turf, whose shade, whose flow’rs, among 
Wanders the hoary Thames along 
His silver-winding ways 


Ah happy hills ! ah pleasing shade ! 

Ah fields belov’d in vain ! 

Where once my careless childhood stray'd^ 
A stranger yet to pain ! 

I feel the gales that from ye blow 
A momentary bliss bestow. 

As waving fresh their gladsome wing 
My weary soul they seem to tooth, 

An«^ redolent t of joy and youth* 

To breathe a second spring. 
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O DCS* 


Say, father Thames 1 for thou hast seen 
Full many a spnghtlv race 
Disporting on thy margent green 
The paths of pleasure trace, 

Who foremost now delight to cleava 
With pliant arm thy glassy wave ? 

The captive linnet which enthral ? 

What idle progeny succeed 
To chase the rolling circle's speed 
Or urge the flying ball ? 

White some on egenest business bent 
Their murm’ring labours ply, 

‘Gainst graver hours that bnng constraint 
To sweeten liberty. 

Some bold adventurers disdain 
The limits of their little reign. 

And unknown regions dare descry ; 

Still as they run they look behind. 

They hear a voifo in ev*ry wind. 

And snatch a fearful joy. 

Gay hope is theirs, by fancy fed, 

Less pleasing when posacst ; 

T he tear forgot as soon as shed* 

The sunshine of the breast ; 

Theirs buxom health of rosy hue. 

Wild wit, invention etper new, 

And lively cheer of vigpu* boro. 

The thoughtless d ay, Ac easy night. 



PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE. 3£ 

The spirits pure, the slumbers light 
That fly th’ approach of morn. 

Alas 1 regardless of their doom, 

The little victims play ! 

No sense have they of ills to come, 

Nor care beyond to-day: 

Yet see how all around ’em wait 
The ministers of human fate, 

And black Misfortune’s baleful train! 

Ah ! shew them where in ambush stand 
• To seize their prey the murid* rous band! 

Ah 1 tell them they are men. 

These shall the fury Passions tear, 

The vultures of the mind. 

Disdainful Anger, pallid Fear, 

And Shame that sculks behind ; 

Or pining Love shall wasrfc their youth. 

Or Jealousy with rankling tooth 
That inly gnaws the secret heart. 

And Envy wan, and faded Care, 

Grim-visag'd comfortless Despair, 

And Sorrow’s piercing dart. 

Ambition this shall tempt to rise. 

Then whirl the wretch from high. 

To bitter Scorn a sacrifice 
And grinning Infamy : 



ODES. 


IP 

^btstings of Falsehood those shall try, 
oAtift hard Unkindness’ alter’d eye, 

That mocks the tear it forc’d to flow, 

4W keen Remorse with blood defil’d, 
moody Madness * laughing wild 
Amid severest woe. 

Lo t in the vale of years beneath 
A grisly troop are seen, 

The painfid family of Death, 

More hideous than their queen : 

This racks the joints, this fires the veins, 

That ev*ry laboring sinew strains, 

Those in the deeper vitals rage ; 

Lo ! Poverty, to fill the band, 

That immbs the soul with icy hand, 

And slow-consuming 4g c * 

To each his sufferings ; all arc men 
Condemn’d alike to groan, 

The tender for another’s pain, 

Th' unfeeling for his own. 

Yet ah I why should they know their fete, 

Since sorrow never comes too late, 

And happiness too swiftly flies ? 

Thought would destroy theif ptndiie. 

No more ; where ignorance is bliss 
m.foiir to be wise. 

» And Madncta knohraa in his ireful mood. 

prptm'i FAbU <sf PtUmmm mmd JrpiU- 
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ODE 

TO ADVERSITY. 


Zw* 

Tot* <PgOitiv B gOTols $v } 

IqvTa., Tv fJUtSajt 

Qtvrot xvp'vs i£nv> 

Aeschylus in Agamemnon* 

' ~ " " " 1 - 1 ~ " W " ,wg 

D.u chtkr of Jove ! relentless pow'r, 

7 hou tamer of the human breast, 

Whose iron scourge and tort’ring hour 
The bad affright, afflict the best ! 

Bound in thy adamantine chain 
The proud are taught to taste of pain. 

And purple tyrants vainly groan 

With pangs unfclt before, uopity’d and alone* 

When first thy sire to send on earth 
Virtue, his darlmg child, design'd* 

To thee lie gave the heiv'nly birth* 

And bad to form her infant mind ; 

Stem rugged nurse 1 thy rigid lore 
With patience many a year she bore ; 

Wbat sorrow was thou hadst her know, £wffv 
And from her own team'd to melt as other** 



ODES. 


Scar’d at thy frown terrific fly 
^Self-plcasing Folly's idle brood, 

Wild Laughter, Noise, and thoughtless Joy, 

And leave us leisure to be good. 

Light they disperse, and with them go 
The summer friend, the flatt’ring foe ; 

By vain Prosperity receiv’d, 

To her they vow their truth, and are again believ’d. 

Wisdom* in sable garb array’d, 

Immer^4 in rapt’rous thought profound. 

And Melancholy, silent maid, 

With leaden eye that loves the ground f 
Still on thy solemn steps attend, 

Warm Charity, the gen’ral friend, 

With Justice, to herself severe, 

And Pity, dropping soft the sadly-pleasing tear, 

Oh 1 gently on thy suppliant's head, 

Dread goddess ! lay thy chast'nmg hand, 

Not in thy Gorgon terrors clad, 

Not circled with the vengeful band i 
(As by the impious thou art seen) 

With thund'ring voice and th reaming mien. 

With screaming Horror’s fun’ral cry, 

Despair, and fell Disease, and ghastly Poverty. 

Thy form benign, O Goddess ! wear, 

Thy mi Idee influence impart, 



to AOVERSITV* 
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Thy philosophic train be there, 

To soften, not to wound my heart : 

The generous spark extinct revive, 

Teach me to love and to forgive i\ 

Exact my own defects to scan, 

What others are to feel, and know myself a man. 
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The laughing flow’rs that round them blow 
Drink life and fragrance as they flow. 

Now the rich stream of music winds along 
Deep, majestic, smooth, and strqng, 

Thro* verdant vales and Ceres* golden reign 3 
Now rolling down the steep amain 
Headlong, impetuous, sec it pour ; 

The rocks and nodding groves rebellow to the roar. 

1. 2. 

Oh ! Sovereign* of the willing soul, 

Parent of sweet and solemn-breathing airs, 
Enchanting shell ! the sullen Cares 
And frantic Passions hear thy soft controul. 

On Thracia’s hills the Lord of War 
Has curb’d the fury of his car, 

And dropp’d his thirsty lance at thy command : 
Perching on the sceptred hand t 
Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather’d king 
Witb ruffled plumes and flagging wing} 

Quench’d in dark clouds of slumber lie 

The terror of his beak and lightnings of bit eye. 

1. 3. 

Thee + the voice, the dance obey, 

Temper’d to thy warbled lay : 

O'er Idalia’s velvet green 
The rosy-crowned Loves are seen, 

* Power of harmony to calm the turbulent paw jonaof the sent 
The thoufhu are borrowed from the first Prthaa of Pindar. 

4 Ttusis a weak tmitaikw of some beautiful tinea In the ana* 
ode, 

^ Power of haraooy to produce all the graces st astion i» tfc* 
CRAY. 


D 
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Cytherea’s day, 

With antic Sports and blue-ey’d Pleasures 
Frisking light in frolic measures: 

Now pursuing, now retreating, 

Now in circling troops they meet ; 

To brisk notes in cadence beating 
Glance their many-tw inkling feet. * 

Slow-melting strains their queen’s approach declare ; 
Where’er she turns the Graces homage pay : 

With arirs sublime, that float upon the air, 

In gliding state she \sins her easy way: 

0’c r her warm cheek and rising bosom move 
1 he bloomof young desire and purple light of love. t 
it. i. 

Man’s feeble race what ills await * ^ 

Labour and Penury, the racks of Fain, 

Disease, and Sorrow’s weeping train, 

And Death, sad refuge from the storms of Fate 1 
1 he fond complaint, my Song ! disprove, 

And justify the laws of Jove. 

Say, has he giv'n in vain the heav’nly Muse ? 
Night and all her sickly dews, 

% fb&xffxafjyas «to woo *»' ZvfxZ. 

Homer, Od. 0 . 

t S’ tiri 

H u 2$ ifvTDS' P hryvichui apnd Atkin. 
% To me rest or imaginary illaof liU, the Muee 

«M gnrn to uunk od tty ihe same Providence tbai scud* the 
A*r u% iadtet-rfo] pretence to dispel tbe (loom tod terrors of 
ikf 014**1. 
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Her spectres wan and birds of boding cry* 

He gives to range the dreary skv, 
r I ill down the eastern cliffs afar* 

Hyperion’s march they spy and ghtt’ring shafts of 
11 . 2 . [war. 

In climes + beyond the Solar Road, J 
Where shaggy forms o’er ice-built mountains roam* 
The Muse has broke the twilight-gloom 
To cheer ihe shiv’nng native’s dull abode : 

And oft beneath the od’rous shade 

Of Chili’s boundless forests laid 

She deigns to hear the savage youth repeat* 

In loose numbers wildly sweet, 

1 heir feaiher-cioctur’d chiefs and dusky loves. 

Her track where’er the goddess roves 
Glory pursue, and gen’rous shame, 

Th* unconquerable mind and freedom’s holy flame. 

] l . 3 . 

Woods that wave o’er Delphi’s steep* ^ 

Isles that crown th’ ^tlgean deep, 

• Or iwn the morning* well-appointed *t*r, 

Come march. ug up the cast rn hills afar. Conetry. 

* Lattiimte influent e of pocuc •eniui over the remotest and 
most illicit iiiz <1 lunatic, its i onnrction wuh liberty, and the 
virtue* that naturally attend on it. (See the trac, .Norwegian, 
at.d U rJ*N Fragments., me Lap. and and Amen an tong*, 4c . ! 

i Etiu aun aohsque tias Virgil, 

I ut-a loi'una dal c.imm d*l sole. PttrarGfa C L 

S Pri'iic** ot poet i y from Greece to Italy , and front Italy to 
England Chaucer wo* not unacquainted with the writing* of 
Dante or of TetTareh, the Earl of Surry and Sir Thom** Wyatt 
hat travelled in Italy, and tinned their taste there; Spew r 
initialed the Italian writer*, Milton improved on them : mil thia 
v 1 it-ii rap, rod *uon alter it*c retuorjtion, and a new one a row 
on tut 1 r.ach model, which ha* «ut**»icd ever since. 

» 2 
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Fields that cool Ilissus laves, 

Or where Maender’s amber waves 
In ling* ring lab’rinths creep, 

How do your tuneful echoes languish, 

Mute but to the voice of Anguish ? 

Where each old poetic mountain 
Inspiration breath’d around, 

Ev’ry shade and hallow’d fountain 
Murmur’d deep a solemn sound, 

Till the sad Nine, in Greece’s evil hour. 

Left their Parnassus for the Latian plains : 

Alike they scorn the pomp of tyrant Pow’r 
And coward Vice that revels in her chains. 

When Latium had her loftv spirit lost 
They sought, oh Albion ! next thy sea*encircled 
in. i . [coast. 

Far from the sun and summer-gile, 

In thy green lap was Nature’s darling * laid. 

What time, where lucid Avon stray’d 
To him the mighty Mother did unveil 
Her awful face : the dauntless child 
Stretch’d forth his little arms, and smil'd. 

This pencil take (she said) whose colours clear 
Richly paint the vernal year ; 

Thine too these gplden keys, immortal boy I 
This can unlock the gates of Joy, 

Of Horror that, and thrilling Fears, 

Or ope the see red source of sympathetic Teen. 

• Shakspcare. 
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m. 2. 

Nor second he * that rode sublime 
lJ ( jon the ''Crjph-wmgs of Ecstacy, 

"1 he secrets of the abyss to spy, 

IK* pass’d th< flaming bounds of place and time : t 
'1 he living throne, the sapphire bhize, ^ 

Where angels tremble while they gaze, 

He .saw, but blasted with excess of light, 

('los’d his eyes m endless night. ^ 

IK hold vi here Drydcti’s less presumptuous car 
Wide o’er the fields of glory bear 
Two coursers of ethereal race, |] [pace. 

With necks m thunder cloih’dH and long-resounding 

in. 3. 

Hark ! his hands the lyre explore * 

Bnght-ci’d Fancy hov’rmg o’er 

Scatters from her pictur’d urn 

Thoughts that breathe and word; that burn ; ** 

But ah ! ’tts heard no more 

• Milton. 

t lUmmamu mama mundi. Lucretiu*. 

t li r thr « 5 'n.i of ihe living crcuu-e was in the wheel- And 
ab m die firmament that was cvrr men h *a l« was t'.it iikeneu 

<■* a tiiri m. j. t'l* appeara cc of a sapphire Si am: 

] ius was tne jo.iearani e of tlit glorj ot th- I «rd 

Kzckul i 20, W, 28. 

^ OpQxs.fJ.ir* (xi* aifj. ipm' S* r&iix* aoiOff*. 

Homrr't Odyssey* 

K Meant to express the statclv march and sounding energy of 
Dn Hen’s rhymes. 

< Hast t (l •'.! t loMed ht» ne ( k with thunder f Job. 

** VNor U that wtep and tea* > that apeak. <* oulejf . 

♦ \l e have had m our laneuage no other odes of the sublime 
kind tlun that of JJijuca on hi. let ilia’s day, lor Cowley, who 

D 3 
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Oh lyre divine ! what daring spirit 
Wakes thee now ? tho’ he inherit 
Nor the pride nor ample pinion 
That the Theban eagle bear, * 

Saling with supreme dominion 
Thro* the azure deep of air, 

Vet oft before his infant eyes would run 
Such forms as glitter in the Muse’s ray, 

With orient hues unborrow’d of the sun, 

Vet shall he mount, and keep his distant way 
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate, 

Beneath the good how far, but far above the great. 


had hia merit, yet wanted judyment, style, and harmony, for 
auchataak. That of Pope is not worth) ot so great a man Mr. 
hlaatin, indeed, of late data, has touched the true chorda, and 
with a masterly hand, in gome of his choruaaea. . . .above all to 
the last of Carat lacua \ 

Hark t i eard ye not yon’ footstep dread ? 4c. 

* Aiir wpii Olynp . ii. 

Pindar complies himself to that bird, and his enemies to ravens 
that croak and i (amour in vain below, while it purauca its fli^t 
fcfardlcaa of their noise. 



THE BARD. 


PINDABIC. 


SCbbertiVement. 

The following Ode is founded on a tradition current in Wiles, 
that Edward I. when he completed the conquest of that coun- 
try, ordered all (lie Bards that fell into his hands to be put tie 
death. 

I. 1. 

4 Ru i n seize thee, ruthless King ! 

1 Confusion on thy banners wait, 

4 Tho’ fann’d by Conquest’s crimson wing 
• They mock the air with idle state 
4 Helm nor hauberk’s t twisted mail, 

4 Nor even thy virtues, tyrant! shall avail 
4 To save thy secret soul from nightly feara; 

4 From Cambria’s curse, from Cambria*! tears l* 
Such were the sounds that o'er the crested pride J 
Of the first Edward scatter’d wild dismay, 

As down the steep of Snewdon’s shaggy side \ 

He wound with toilsome march his long array : 


• Mocking the air with colours idly spread. 

SkaJu. KingJok*. 

4 The hauberk was a texture of steel ringlets or rings inter* 
woven, forming a coat of mail that sat dose to the body, and 
adapted itself to ev er y motion. 

t The crested adder’s pride. Ihydm'9 Mima ftuta . 

I Snowdon was s name given by the Saxons to that monataia* 
Otis track which the Welsh the — elves call Craig ian-eryri t k to* 
eluded all the highlands of Caernanoostme aad Mcrtoa rth M iirr , 
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Stout Glo’ster * itood aghast irfSprceWess tiance, 
To arms 1 ciy’d’ Mot tinier, t and couch’d his (jui- 
J . ~. [\ cring lance. 

On a rpck, whose haughty brow 
Frowns o’er cold Conway’s foaming flood, 

Rob’d in the sable gaib of Wo, 

With haggaid eyes the poet stood; 

(Loose his beard and hoary hair J 
Stream’d like a meteor to the troubled air y 
And with a master’s hand and prophet’s fire 
Struck the deep sonows of his lyre. 

4 Hark how c'ach giant oak and desert cave 
4 Sighs to the torrent’s awful voice beneath t 
1 O’er thee, oh King ! their hundred arms they wave, 

* Revenge on thee m hoarser murmurs breathe, 

4 Vocal no more, since Oambna’s fatal day, 

1 To high-born Hoel’s harp or soft LlewelKn’s lay. I 

i.3. 

1 Cold li Cadwallo’s tongue, 

1 That hush’d the stormy main ; 

as far east is th? riser Cmvrw R H* pd'*n, sn-saViri? of the 
Cabtl<f of Cmmrav, tv ilt^v Km? tdwari I says. Ardoitum 
aamtt Ct»>u >V ad tlnwn turn ti Etuy; and Matthew of 
W c*«rnin»st« t, t art on 1 oft i Ant id Atn rctmu'fty ad pedet 
mantis .S tand^ra (,u enj m tram t'wtc 

* Ojil vit dv t u , v man *d t‘«. Ked, Lari of Gloucester and 
Hertford, to i-m fi * to F mp td«‘H 

•’ t Etlmonn dr Mom q u , loiaor Wn-mme 'flics Unit were 
lords M iron rs, tuw- lands ln> on the horde is of \\ ales, and 
ptttbab'r a i vei*ip»nicd the hi t, \" t^l* evpedrlon. 

t I IH uu,ijr V4" 14WC .11 -» t. a >et. kno*n pu lure of Raphael, 
repttwenttn* the* tree e Bet ig - the vn'on ts*. tieiuct. Totrc 
• re 1 wr of i^r pjmtii c , tot bcUesed to he original, urn. at 
Florence, ti» • osh^-r at Fa 
| Shone like 4 meteor s’. reaming to the^s md 

MiUcn's Patathtc Lost 
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* Brave Urien sleeps upon his craggy bed : 

4 Mountains 1 ye mourn in vain 

* Modred, whose magic song 

4 Made huge Plinlimmon bowhiscloud-topp’dhead. 

* On dreary Arvon’s * shore they lie, 

- 4 Smear’d with gore and ghastly pale; 

4 Far, far aloof the affrighted ravens sail, 

4 The famish’d eagle + screams and passes by. 

4 Dear lost companions of my tuneful art, 

* Dear J as the light that visits these sad eyes, 

4 Dear as the ruddy drops that warm my heart, t 
4 Ye dy’d amidst vour dying country’s cries— 

4 No more l weep. They do not sleep ; 

4 On yonder cliffs, a grisly band, 

4 I see them sit ; they linger yet, 

4 Avengers of their native land ; 

4 With me in dreadful harmony they join, [line.* 
4 And weave ^ with bloody hands the tissue of thy 
ii« X,. 

44 Weave the warp and we«p me woof, 

44 The winding sheet of rdvuJK** race j 

* The s ores of Caernarvonshire, oshafllSB to the isle of An* 
fleer v 

-t^Lamdcn and others observe, tha|fa»gl^s used annually to 
build* heir arne among ihi rocks of hnaMon, which from thence 
(as some l mV) wet 1 ' named by the Wel|h Cnigian-etyri.or the 
CmR' nf Tie Latfc;. A» th>« day (1 am tdU! ) the highest point of 
Snowdonia called The Lagtr* 1 * Neat. That bird is certainly no 
stradgerifo ihii island, as 0 e Scots, and the people of Cumber- 
land, Vy es t m orelaitd, 4 ic. can testify, it even has built its nest 
in the Peak of Derbyshire. [Sec WiUouyhby't OrnithU, pub* 
imbed b, ] 

t As dear to me at are the ruddy drops 

That Tran my sad heart Shahtp. JuiiUi Ca st. 

1 See the Norwegian Ode that fellow*. 
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“ Give ample Toom and verge enough 
“ The characters of hell to trace. 

44 Mark the year and mark the night 

When Severn shall re-echo with affright 
“ The shrieks of death thro* Berkley’s roofs that 
“ Shrieks 6f an agonizing king 1 * [ring, 

“ Shc-tfolf ('if France, t with unrelenting fangs 
“ That tear’st the bowels of thy mangled mate, 

“ Froni thee + be born who o’er thy country hangs 
44 The scourge of Heav’n. What terrors round him 
wait ! 

“ Amazement in' his van, with Flight tombin’d, 

44 And soi row’s faded form, and Solitude behiud. 

li. 2. 

14 Mighty victof, mighty lord, 

41 Low on his fun’ral couch he lies !§ 

44 No pitying heart, no eye, afford 
41 A tear to grace his obsequies ! 

44 Is the sable warrior JJ fled P 

44 Jhy son is gone ; he rests among the dead. 

44 The swarm that in thy noontide beam were born, 
44 Gon$ to salute the rising mom : 

41 Fair laughs the mom, 5 and soft the zephyr blows, 
41 While proudly riding o’er the azure realm 

• Edward If. cruelly butchered in Berkley Castle. 

♦ Isabel of France, kcU srd 11*# adulterous queen. 

I If.auiphspt Edwjtd 111 in France 

I Death of ittai kin;, abandoned by his children, and even 
robbed in hi* Ust mumcun to his courtiers and Kb unstress. 

rtUUarri ihc Black l‘r tu-, dead some tunc brio re hw lam. r 
1 \ Va;ii«f»rcWnr o Unhard lids rofii. bee frutssard, and 
oilier uMtcuijKMar} valuers 



THE BARD. 


51 


“ In gallant trim the gilded vessel goes, 

“ Youth on the prow and Pleasure ^t the he]m 9 
** Regai d less of the sweeping whirlwind's ijray, 

“ That hush’d in grim repose expects his ev’ning 
1 1 . 3. [prey. 

'* Fill high the sparkling bowl, * 

«* The nch repast prepare ; 

Reft ( of a crown he yet may share the feast. 

• ‘ Close by the regal chair 

Fell 1 hirst and Famine scowl 
A baleful smile upon the baffled gues{. 

»* Heard ye the din of battle bray, + 

Lance to lance and horse to horse ? 

Long years of havock urge their destin’d courso. 
And thro’ the kindled squadrons mow their way. 
« 4 Ye Tow’rs of Julius ! £ London’s lasting shame, 

• ‘ With many a foul and midnight murder fed, 

«* Revere his consort’s^ faith, his father’s [ fame. 
And spare the meek usurper’s 1 holy head. 
Above, below, the Rose of snow, ** 

* Richard II. (a* we are told by A re bb mho p Scroop and the 
confederate Lords in their man demo, by 1 howas <A YYalsingham, 
and alt the older wmeti) wai starved to death. TT» SlOfy of 
Ins assassination by >ir Piers of Exon is of much later date. 

+ Ruinous civil wars of ^ork and Lancaster. 
t Hi nr> \ 1. George Duke of Clarence, Edward V. Richard 
Duke of 1 ork,#c believed to he- murdered secretly in the Tower 
of. Ix»ndon 'l l»»* oldest part of that structure is vulgarly attribu- 
ted to Julius Caesar. 

f Margaret of Anjou, a woman of heroic spirit, who struggled 
hard to save her husband and her crown, 
a lk«r> V. 

* Henry VI very near being canonized. The line of Lan- 
caster had no nght uf inheritance Uxthe crown. 

•* 1 be a bite and red Roses, devices of fork and Lancaster, 
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44 Twin’d with her blushing foe, we spread; 

41 The bristled Boar * in infant gore 
“ Wallows beneath the thorny shade. 

41 Now Brothers! bending o’er th* accursed loom 
44 Sump we our vengeance deep, and ratify his doom, 
in. 1. 

44 Edward, lo ! to sudden fate 

44 (Weave we the woof ; the thread is spun ;) 

44 Half of thy heart + we consecrate, ; 

44 (The web is wove ; the work is done.”) 

• Stay, oh stay ! nor thus forlorn 

4 Leave me unbless’d, unpity’d, here to mourn, 

4 In yon bright track that fires the western skies 

• They melt, they vanish from my eyes. 

4 But oh ! what solemn scenes on Snowdon's height 
4 Descending slow their glitt’ring skirts unroll ? 

4 Visions of glory ! spare my aching sight, 

• Ye unborn ages crowd not on my soul ! 

4 No more our long-lost Arthur^ we bewail : 

4 All bail, ye genuine Kings, ^ Britannia’s issue, hail ! 

* The silver Boar was the badge of Richard J1I. whence he 
was usually known in his own time by the name of The Boar. 

♦ Eleanor of Casule died a few years after the conquest of 
Wain. The heroic proof she gave of her a flection for tier lord 
is well known. The monumen'sof hts regret and sorrow for 
the loss of her are still to be seen at Northampton, Gaddington, 
Waltham, and other places. 

t it was the common belief of the Welch nation that Kiog Ar- 
thur arts still alive in Fairyland, and should return again to reign 
•ver Britain. 

| Both Merlin and Tabetsin had prophesied-that the Welsh 
should regain their sovereignty over this island, which seemed 
to he accomplished in the house of Tudor. 
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in. 2. 

4 Girt with many a baron bold 

• Sublime their starry fronts they rear, 

4 And gorgeous dames and statesmen old 

• In bearded majesty appear ; 

‘ In the midst a form divine, 

• Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-line, 

• Her lion-port, her awe-commanding face, # 

4 Attemper'd sweet to virgin^grace. 

• What strings symphonious tremble in the air ! 

4 What strains of vocal transport round her play f 
4 Hear from the grave, great Tahessin ! t hear 1 
4 They breathe a soul to animate thy clay. 

4 Bright Rapture calls, and soaring as she sings, 

• Waves in the eye of heav’n her many-colour* ** d 

in.3. [wings# 

4 The verse adorn again 
4 Fierce War, and faithful Love, £ 

4 And Truth severe, by Fairy Fiction drest. 

• In buslun'd measures move ^ 

4 Pale Grief, and pleasing Pain, 

4 With Horror, tyrant of the throbbing breast. 

• Speed, relating an audience given by Queen Llizabeth to 
Paul DZialmski, ambassador of Poland, nay*, u And thus ah r, 
" lion-like rising, daunted the malapert orator no It-as with her 

** stately pun and majcsticjl dcporiurc than with the tartneaae 
“ of her prwcclic chrekes " 

+ Tattraain, chief of the Bards, flourished in the sixth century. 
His works ate still prc«er\rd, sod nts memory held in hign ve- 
neration amoi-g his country men. 
t fteica wars and faithful loves shall moralize my song. 

Uventcr’i Pet# to the Fairy Qtt ta *. 
| Shakespeare. 

1 



ODES. 


54 

1 A voice * as of the cherub-choir 
4 Gales from blooming Eden bear, 

1 And distant warblings + lessen on my ear, 

* That lost in long futurity expire. [cloud, 

* Fond impious man ! think’st thou yon sanguine 
4 Rais’d by thy breath, has quench’d the orb of day ? 
4 To-morrow he repairs the golden flood, 

4 And warms the nations with redoubled ray. 

4 Enough for me : with joy I see 
4 The difl’rent doom our Fates assign: 

1 Be thine despair and sceptred care, 

4 To triumph and to die are mine.* 

He spoke, and headlong from the mountain’s height 
Deep in the roaring tide he plung’d to endless night. 

• Milton. 

+ t he succession of poets after Milton’s time. 
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PREFACE. 


the 11th century Sigurd, Earl of the Ork- 
ney-Islands, went with a fleet of ships and a 
considerable body of troops into Ireland to the 
assistance of Sigtryg with the silken beard, who 
was then making war on his father-in-law, 
Brian, King of Dublin. The Earl and all 
his forces were cut to pieces, and Sigtryg was 
in danger of a total defeat ; but the enemy had 
a greater loss by Lhc death of Brian, their King, 
who fell in the action. On Christmas-day (the 
day of battle) a native of Caithness, in Scotland, 
saw, at a distance, a number of persons on 
horseback, riding full speed towards a hill, and 
seeming to enter into it. Curiosity led him to 
follow them, till loooking through an opening 
in the rocks, he saw twelve gigantic figures re- 
sembling women : they were all employed about 
a loom, and as they wove they sung the follow- 
ing dreadful song, which, when they had 
finished, they tore the web into twelve pieces, 
and each taking her portion, gallopped six to 
the north, and as many to the south* 





ODE. 

THE FATAL SISTERS. 


FROM THE NORSE TONGUE. 

To be found in the Orcades of Thermodux Tor f am, Ilafnm 
1619, folio ; and alsd in BartkoUniu. 


Vitt er orpit fyrir Valfalli , 

No iv the storm begins to low’r, 
(Haste, the loom of hell prepare) 
Jron-slcet of arrowy show’r * 
Huiiles t m the darken’d air. 


Glitt’ring lances are the loom 
Where the dusky warp we strain, 
Weaving many a soldier’s doom, 
Orkney’s wo and Randver’s bane# 


Note The V’lkyrmr were female divinities, «er"ints nf Odin 
(nr vs id ..-. ) in the Gothic mythologr. Th-i: n.im *:;nifle» 
CViirurs m tht slain They were mounted on hvi’i hor*es, 
■wii ' drawn sword* i 1 iheir hands, and m the l> r<*r" ot lia tie 
s-’Iectr I such a* were destined 10 •laughter and ftmd ‘ f"d tl>en» 
to V all alia, {ihe hall of Odin, or paradise of »h> bra.i) »*h re 
th-*j alien led 'hr banquet, and served the dcpjrt-d heroes with 
horns <>• nu-jd jnd ale 

• How q*v d ejr/vnecl’d, and, flying, bvhi d ib'-m shot 
Sharp sUv: of arrowy show’r .. Pat. ft* yp. 

4 1 )«r uoue ol l/aulc hurtled m the air. M.uk Jul C«i. 

E 3 


See tbfc gnsly texture grow, 

(Tis of human entrails made) 

And the weights that play below 
Eich a gasping warriors head. 

Shafts for shuttles, dipt in gore. 

Shoot the trembling cords along; 
Sword, that once a monarch bore. 
Keep the tissue close and strong. 

Mista black, terrific maid I 
Sangrida and Hilda see. 

Join the wayward work to aid ; 

*Tis the woof of victory. 

Ere the ruddy sun be set 
Pikes must shiver, javMins sing. 

Blade with clatt’ring buckle meet. 
Hauberk crash, and helmet ring. 

(Weave the crimson web of war) 

Let us go and let us fly 

Where our friends the conflict share. 

Where they triumph, where they die. 

As the paths of Fate we tread. 
Wading thro* th* ensanguin'd field, 
Goodula and Geira, spread 
O^er the youthful king your shield. 
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We the reins to slaughter give. 
Ours to kill and ours to spare : 
Spite of danger he shall live, 
(Weave the crimson web of war.) 

They whom once the desert beach 
Pent within its bleak domain 
Soon their ample sway shall stretch 
O'er the plenty of the plain. 

Low the dauntless Earl is laid. 
Gor’d with many a gaping wound ; 
Fate demands a nobler head ; 

Soon a king shall bite the ground. 

Long his loss shall Eirin * weep, 
Ne'er again his likencssa see ; 

Long her strains in sorrow steep, 
Strains of immortality 1 

Horror covers all the heath. 

Clouds of carnage blot the sun : 
Sisters 1 weave the web of death : 
Sisters 1 cease ; the work is done* 

Hail the task and bail the bands I 
Songs of joy and triumph ting ; 

Joy to the victorious bands. 
Triumph to the younger king. 

• Ireland. 
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Mortal ! thou that hear'st thr tale. 
Learn the tenor of our song ; 
Scotland • thro’ each winding vale 
Far and wide the notes prolong. 

Sisters ! hence with spurs of speed ; 
Each her thund’nng falchion wield ; 
Each bestride hei sable steed : 
Hurry, hurry, to the field. 


ODE. 

THE DESCENT OF ODIN. 

FROM rilF NORSE TONGl’t. 

Jb befound in BarthoLmus T fie causii tonUmnSndA mortis ; 
JlaJ'iiur, 108 ‘J, quarto. 


Upras Odinn AUda gautr, c. 

U„o S r. the King of Men with speed, 
And saddled straight his coal-black steed ; 
Down the yawning .steep he rode 
That leads to Hcla’s * drear abode. 


• Niflhcitnr. thr hell of the Gothic nation*, constated of nine 
world*, to which were de'oicd all such a* died of stcVneaa, <'M 
Age. or by ar* tuber means Uun id bauie , over 11 presided lieU, 
Ac goddess os Death. 
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Him the Dog of Darkness spy'd, 

His shaggy throat he open'd wide. 

While from his jaws, with carnage fill'd/ 

Foam and human gore distil I'd : 

Hoarse he bays with hideous din, 

Eyes that glow and fangs that grin, 

And long pursues with fruitless yell 
The father of the pow’rful spell : 

Onward still his way he takes, 

(The groaning earth beneath him shakes) 

Till full before his fearless eyes 
The portals nine of hell arise. 

Right against the eastern gate 
Bv the moss-grown pile he sate, 

Where long of yore to sleep was laid 
The dust of the prophetic maid. 

Facing to the northern clime, 

Thrice he trac’d the Runic rhyme, 

Thnce pronounc’d, in accents dread. 

The thrilling verse that wakes the dead, 

Till from out the hollow ground 
Slowly breath’d a sullen sound. 

P r o p ii . What call unknown, what charms pm* 
To break the quiet of tbe tomb ? [sumc 

Who thus afflicts my troubled sprite. 

And drags me from the realms of Night? 

Long on these mould’ring bones have beat 
The wimer’i mow, the summer’s hear. 
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The drenching dews and driving rain ! 

Let me, let me sleep again. 

Who is he with voice unblest 
That calls me from the bed or rest ? 

O ij t n . A traveller, to thee unknown, 
Is he that calls, a warrior’s son. 

Thou the deeds of light shah know, 

Tell me what is done below, * 

For whom yon glittering board is spread, 
Drest foi whom yon golden bed ? 

Proph. Mantling in the goblet see 
The pure bewage of the bee, 

O’er it hangs the shield of gold; 

*Tis the dunk ot Balder bold ; 

Balder’s head to death is giv’n ; 

Pain can rtach the sons of Heav’n ! 
Unwilling I my bps unclose ; 

Leave me, leave me to repose. 

Odin. Once again my call obey: 
Prophetess 1 arise, and say 
What dangers Odin’s child await. 

Who die author of his fate ? 


• Odtn, we find Noth from this Ode and the Mda, was wilifit- 
ods about the fate of his sou Balder, wik> had dreamed that He 
was ao«n to du . The fdda mention# the manner of his death 
when killed by Odin’s oih** st u lloder , and also that Hoder was 

hinueif slain alter* jrdabjVab, the sou of Odin and Binds, con* 
•DMDt with tlus prophecy. 
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Proph. In Hodcr’s hand the hero’s doom) 
His brother sends him to the tomb. 

Now my weary lips I close ; 

Leave me, leave me to repose. 

Odin. Prophetess ! my spell obey, 

Once again arise, and say 
Who th’ avenger of his guilt, 

By whom shall H Oder's blood be spilt ? 

Proph. In the caverns of the west. 

By Odm’s fierce embrace comprest, 

A wond’rous boy shall Rinda bear, 

Who ne’er shall comb his raven-hair, 

Nor vash his visage m the stream, 

Nor see the sun’s departing beam, 

*1 ill he on Hoder’s coise shall smile 
Flaunng on ihe fun'ral pile. 

Now my weary lips I clc se ; 

Leave me, leave me to repose. 

Odin. Yet a while my call obey: 
Prophetess’ avsake, and say 
What virgins these, in speechless wo, 

1 hat bend to earth their solemn brow. 

That their flaxen tresses tear, 

And snowy veils that float in air ? 

Tell me whence their sorrows rose, 

Then I lcav* thee to repose. 

P&O ph. Hat l no traveller art thou. 

King of Men, I know thee now ; 

Mightiest ofm tti^hsy line — — - 



Odin. No boding maid v of skill divine 
Art thou, no prophetess of good, 

But mother of the giant-brood ! 

Pro ph. Hie thee hence, and boast at home 
That nevcf<#hall enquirer come 
To break my iron-sleep again 
Till Lok* has burst his tenfold chain ; 

Never till substantial Night 
Has re-assum'd her ancient right, 

Til! wrapp'd in flames, in ruin hurl'd, 

Sinks the fabric of the world. 


The following is a literal version of the original 
poem , of which the foregoing is an imitation . 
Mr. Gray , either from choice , or the want of Or 
complete copy, has passed over the Jive first 
stanzas. 


I. 

Dee p to qonsult, 
The gods all met ; 


• Lok is the evil bring, who continues in chains till the tmi- 
(i fkt or the fodt approaches, when he shall break his bonds 4 
the human-race, the stars, and mid, shall disappear, the earth 
•ink ib the seas, W fire consume tne skies t even Odin himself, 
nnd his kindred-deities, shall perish. For s further explanation 
of this mythology, see iohnoehteStofi «f Htstoirt de Da s io s rc, 
war Mom. M a lint , 1755, 4 m, or rather a transl inon of it pub- 
lished in 1770, and entitled Northern Antiquities in which 
sums mistakes ta the original arc judiciously cur mm d 
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To talk aloud, 

The goddesses ; 

Debate the holy synod shook 
On Balder’s late 
Portentous dreams* 

II. 

By turbid slumbers tossed 
The hero weened, he saw 
Amid the gloom of night 
His genius disappear : 

The giants prostrate asked 
The power of oracles, 

If in the vision dim 
A secret terror lurked. 

I I I . 

The OTacles replied 
That UlleHs * friend elect, 
The darling of all beings. 
Was summon'd to his fate ; 
Anguish seized 
Freya t and Suafne, 

And the celestial host ; 

Firm they resolved to send 

IV. 

An embassy around 
To nature's general race, 
Their unison to ask 


• The am af Afis, noted snout tfce gods for beauty, araherfc 
and skill in akaitinf . 
i The wile of Odia. 
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For Balder’s safety : 
Unanimous they took 
An universal oath 
As Freya’s self 
Exacted it of each. 

v. 

The father of the slain 

Suspected still a flaw 

The fatal absence 

Of the destinies 

The gods he called anew 
And their decision asked 
But discord rent 
The loud assembly. 

VI. 

Up rose Odin 
The sire of men. 

O’er Slcipner strait 
His saddle threw : 

The road he took 
Of Niflhcimr daYk, 

And met the whelp 
Of murky hell. 

VII. 

Gore Kim distained 
Athwart hrs breast. 

Wide flash'd his jaw 
Rent to devour r 
Aloud he bark'd, 

A m.ii u he yawned* 

♦ 
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And long howled round 
The sire of spells. 

VIII. 

On rode Odin 

His thunder-shaken path, 

On to the roof 
Of Hcla, high : 

What spot, before 
The orient-door, 

He knew full well 
Voiva was laid. 

I X. 

Turned to the north. 

The sire of exorcism 
Began to tune 
The song of death : 

The eddying wand. 

The mighty spell, 

Unlock’d to moans 
The hcll-bound voice, 
x. 

Vo i v a . What wight is he. 
To inc unknown, 
r I hnt wakes my sense 
1 o trouble new ? 

Snowed o’er with snows 
By showers beat. 

All drenched with dewl 
Dead Uy 1 long. 

t 2 
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X I. 

Odin. Vegtamr is my name, 

The son of Valtams, I; 

Tell thou of Hell 
I can of light : — 

For whom is spread 
Yon radiant board ? 

That couch for whom 
Flooded with gold ? 

XII. 

Volva. For Balder brew* 

Yon mead-crown’d cup 
Its pearly wave. 

His the incumbent shield ; 

The loud lament 
Of Asa’s sons. 

Unwilling have I spoke l 
Dismiss me to my rest. 

XIII. 

Odin. Volva! say on, — 

For I shall ask 
Till I know all, 

This one I want to learn, — 
Beneath whose arm 
Shall Balder fall ? 

What man shall nip 
His bloom of life ? 

xiv. 

Volva. That towering thought 
Swells the proud breast 
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Of Haudr homicide! 

Fell Haudr nips 
The blooming day, 

Of Odin’s son ! 

Unwilling have I spoke ! 
Dismiss me to my rest. 


Odin. V olva \ say, on : 

What man shall glut 
Revenge for Haudr’s rage F 
And on the flaming hill 
Lift Bailor’s foe ? 

xvi. 

Volva. Far in her western halls 
Rinda to Odin bears 
A son — who shall not greet 
His second night, or clear 
His hand of blood, or comb 
His locks, e’er ou the pile 
He hurfs sl^in, Balder’s foe ! 

Unwilling have I spoke ! 

Dismiss me to my rest. 

XVII. 

Odin. Volva! say on : 

What * virgins those 

* The oracles had told that Balder might be redeemed from- 
Held, by wliattliev knew could rot happen, the unanimous in- 
irir Cssion of the sex. Odm, jfiei haunj, rt ceived answers to 
•viry question that coincided with the decrees of fate, mdkes 
u*.e of an artilice to come at ihe knowledge of dalder’s final des- 
tiny, by inventing a vision of female lamentation, and betray# 
himself fcv Uus inck to tbe prophetess, who saw only realities. 

h 3 
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That flow in tears, 

And heavenward throw 
Their snowy veils ? 

This answer yet 
E’er thou repose. 

xvi 1 1. 

Volva. Vegtamr, thou art not 
As I weened l 
Odin, thou art 
The sire of men ! 

X ! X. 

Odin. Volva, thou art not ; 
Thou, wizard none ; 

The dam thou art 
Of giant-cubs ! 

xx. 

Volva. Ride home Odin, 

And triumph now I 
And thus fare he 
Who breaks ray sleep. 

Till Lock redeemed 
His fetters bursts ! 

And twilight blasts 
The evfc of gods ! 



ODE. 

THE TRIUMPH OF OWEN. 

A FRAGMENT. 

From Mr. Evans's Specimen qf the Welch Poetry } London, 
1764, quarto. 


aCtotoertiitfement. 

©wen succeeded his father Griffin in the principality of North 
Wales, A. D. 1120 ; this battle was near forty years afterwards. 

Owen’s praise demands my song, 

Owen swift and Owen strong, 

Fairest flow’r of Rod’rick’s stem, 

Gwyneth’s * shield and Britain’s gem. 

He nor heaps his brooded stores 
Nor on all profusely pours, 

Lord of cv’ry regal art, 

Lib’ral hand and open heart. 

Big with hosts of mighty name. 

Squadrons three against him came, 

This the force of Eirin hiding, 

Side by side as proudly riding, 

On her shadow long and gay 
Lochlin t plows the wat’ry way ; 

There the Norman sails afar, 

Catch the winds and join the war, 


• North Wales. 


* Denmark. 
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Black and huge along they sweep, 

Burthens of the angry deep. 

Dauntless on his native sands 
The Dragon son * * of Mona stands ; 

In glitt’nng arms and glory drest, 

High he rears his ruby crest : 

There the thund’ring storks begin, 

There the press and there the dm, 

Talyinalfra’s rocky shore 
Echoing to the battle’s roar. 

Check'd by the tocrcntitide of blood 
Backward Meinai rolls his flood, 

While heap’d his master’s feet around 
Prostrate warriors gnaw the ground. 

Where his glowing eye-balls torn 
Thousand banners round him burn, 

Where he points his purpje spear 
Hasty, hasty rout is there. 

Marking with indignant eye, 

Fear to stop and Shame to fly : 

There Confusion, Terror’s child. 

Conflict fierce and Ruin wild, 

Agony that pants for breath, 

Despair and honourable Death. 
###***# * * * * * 

• The red Dragon is the device of Cadwaitedar, which oil lu» 

descendants bore on their banners. 



ODE. 

THE DEATH OF HOEL. 

From the Welch qf Aneurin styled The Monarch of the 
Bards He flourished about the time qf Taliessin . A D . 
570 This Ode is extracted ftom the Gododm. [£«e Air. 
Flaw’s Specimens, p. 71, 73.] 

H An I but the torrent’s might, 

With headlong rage and wild affright 

Upon Deira’s squadrons hurl’d 

To rush and sweep them from the world ! 

Too, too secure in youthful pride 
By them my friend, my Hoel dy’d, 

Great Cian's son ; of Madoc old, 

He ask’d no heaps of hoarded gold : 

Alone in Nature’s wealth array’d, 

He ask’d and had the lovely maid. 

To Cattraeth’s vale in gliu’ring row, 

Twice two hundred warriors go ; 

Ev’ry warrior's manly neck 
Chains of regal honour deck, 

Wreath’d in many a golden link : 

From the golden cup they drink 
Nectar that the bees produce. 

Or the grape’s ecstatic juice. 

Flush’d with mirth and hope they burn. 

But none from Cattraeth’s vale return. 

Save Aeron brave and Conan strong, 

(Bursting through the bloody throng) 
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And I, the meanest of them all, 
That live to weep and sing their fall. 


ODE. 

FOR MUSfC. 

Performed in (he Senate-house nt Cambridge, July 1 , 17 ^ 9 * 
at the installation of hustrtaie ■htgustus-Heni y-l'itzwy* 
Duke oj Grafton , Chancellor of the University. 


I. 

“ He yCE, avaunt 1 (’tis holy ground) 
u Comus and his midnight crew, 

** And Ignorance with looks profound, 

** And dreaming Sloth of pallid hue, 

11 Mad Sedition’s cry profane, 

“ Servitude that hugs her chain, 

“ Nor in these consecrated bow’rs 
“ Let painted Flatt’ry hide her seTpent-train in 
“ Nor Envy base nor creeping Gain [flow’rs, 
u Dare the Muse’s walk to stain, 

“ While bright-ey’d Science watches round : 

“ Hence, away ! ’tis holy ground.” 

it. 

From yonder realms of empyrean day 
Bursts on my ear th’ indignant lay ; 

There sit thfe sainted sage, the bard divide. 

The few whom Genius gave to shine 

Thro* ev’ry unborn age and undiscovcr’d clime. 
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Rapt in celestial transport they, 

Vet hither oft a glance from high 
They send of tender sympathy 
To bless the place where on their op’hing soul 
First the genuine alrdour stole. 

’Twas Milton struck the deep-ton*d shell, 

And as the choral warblings round him swell 
Meek Newton’s self bends from his state sublime, 
And nods his hoary head, and listens to the rhyme, 

I I I. 

“ Ye brown o’er-arching groves! 

“ That contemplation loves, 

“ Where willowy Camus lingers with delight, 

“ Oft at the blush of dawn 
“ I trod your level lawn, 

“ Oft wou’d the gleam of Cynthia silver-bright 
“ In cloisters dim, far from the haunts of Folly, 

41 With Freedom by my side and soft-ey'd Melan- 

IV. [choly.** 
But hark ! the portals sound, and pacing forth 
With solemn steps and slow, 

High potentates, and dames of royal birth, 

And mitred fathers, in long order go*: 

Great Edward, with the Liliea on his brow * 

From haughty Gallia tom, 

And sad Cbatillon, + on her bri&l mom 

* Edward III. who added the Ite&r de lyt of France to the 
arms of England.. Hp founded Trmify-coJJege. 

. + Mary de Vatenria, Countess of Pembroke, daughter of Gttf 
de Chatillon, Comte de St. Paul in France, of whom tradition 
as 71, that her husband Audemarde de Valentia, Earl of Pent' 
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ODE*. 


That wept her bleeding love, and princely Clare,* 
And Anjou’s Heroine, t and the paler Rose, J 
The rival of her crown, and of her woes, 

And either Henry ^ there, 

The murder’d saint and the majestic lord. 

That broke the bonds of Rome 
(Their tears, their little triumphs o’er, 

Their human passions now no more, 

Save charity, that glows beyond the tomb) 

All that on Granta’s fruitful plain 
Rich streams of regal bounty pour’d, 

And bad those awful fanes and turrets rise 
To hail their Fitzroy's festal morning came ; 

And thus they speak in soft accord 
The liquid language of the skies : 

V. 

1 Wbat is gTandeur, what is power ? 

4 Heaver toil, superior pain : 

4 What the bright reward we gain ? 

4 The grateful mem’ry of the good. 

broke, wag slain at a tournament on the day of his nuptials. 
She was the foundress of Pembroke-college or liall, under the 
name of Aula Mane de Valent a. 

* Elizabeth de Burp, Connie* of Clare, was wife of John de 
Bur?, son and heir of the Earl of UUter.and daughter of Gilbert 
de Clare, Earl of Gloucester, by Joan of Acres, daughter of Ed' 
ward 1. a hence the poet gives her the epithet of princely. She 
founded Clare-hall. 

4 Margaret qf Anjou, wife of Henry VI. foundress of Queen’s 
college. The poet hMenbdmpted her conjugal fidelity iu a for- 
met ode. 

t Elizabeth WidviUfc wife of Edward IV. (hence called the 
paler Rose, ha being of the house of York.) She added to the 
foundation of Margaret of Anjou. 

| Henry the Vi.apd VlII. the former the founder of King’s, 
fhe latter die greatest benefactor u> Trinity-college. 
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• SVeet is the breath Of vernal show'r* 

4 The bee’s collected treasures sweet, 

1 Sweet Music’s melting fall, but sweeter yet 
1 The still small voice of Gratitude.' 

VI. 

Foremost and leaning from her golden cloud, 

The venerable Marg’ret * see ! 

4 Welcome, my ndble son! she cries aloud, 

4 To this thy kindred train and me: 

4 Pleas’d in thy lineaments we trace 
4 A Tudor’s t sire, a Beaufort’s grace. 

4 Thy lib’ral heart, thy judging eye, 

4 The flow’r unheeded shall descry, 

4 And bid it round heav’n’s altars shed 
4 The fragrance of its blushing head ; 

4 Shall raise from earth the latent gem 
4 To glitter on the diadem. 

VII. 

4 Lo! Granta waits to lead her blooming band j 
4 Not obvious, not obtrusive, she 
4 No vulgar praise no venal incense Dings, 

4 Nor dares with courtly tongue refin'd 
4 Profane thy inborn royalty of mind : 

4 She reveres herself and th tt. 

• Couqtem of Richmond tnd Derby, the mother of Henry VII. 
foundress of St. John's and Christ’s colleges, 
t The Countess was a Beaufort, ana married to a Tudorj 
hence the application of tint line to the Duke of Grafton, who 
claims descent from both these families, 

GRAY • G 
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*jWith modest pride to grace thy youthful brow 
•’The laureat wreath * that Cecil wore she brings, 
4 And to thy just, thy gentle hand 
4 Submits the fasces of her sway ; 

4 While spirits blest above and men below 
4 Join with glad "voice the loud symphonious lay. 
VIII. 

4 Thro* the wild waves as they roar 
4 With watchful eyo and dauntless mien 
4 Thy steady course of honour keep, 

4 Nor fear the rock nor seek the shore : 

4 The star of Brunswick smiles serene, 

4 And gilds the horrors of the deep . 1 


ODE 

ON THE PLEASURE ARISING FROM 
VICISSITUDE. 

[Left unfinished by Mr. Gray. MM motions, in ItMlia, 
by the late reverend Mr. Afaao*.] 

Now the golden morn aloft 
Waves her dew bespangled wing. 

With vermil check and whisper soft 1 
She wooes the tardy spring : 

• Lord Treasurer lurleiih was Chancellor «f the University 
In the reign of Queen Elizabeth. 
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Till April starts and calls around 
The sleeping fragrance from the ground ; 
And lightly o’er the living scene 
Scatters his freshest, tend’rest green. 

New-born flocks, in rustic dance, 
Frisking ply their feeble feet ; 
Forgetful of their wintry trance 
7' he birds his presence grofij : 

But chief the sky-lark warbles high 
His trembling thrilling ccstacy ; 

And, lessening from the dazzled sight, 
Melts into air and liquid light. 

Rise, my soul ! on wings of fire, 

Rise the rapt*rous choir among ; 
Hark! *tis Nature strikes the lyre. 

And leads the Operal song : 

Warm let the lyricTransport flow, 

Warm as the ray that bids it glow ; 

And animates the vernal grove 
With health , taith harmony t and Soar. 

Yesterday the sullen year^ 

Saw the snowy whirlwind fly ; 

Mute was the music of the air. 

The hejd stood drooping by: 

Their raptures now that wildly flow. 

No yesterday, nor morrow know^ 

41 i 
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•Tis man alone that joy descries 
With forward, and reverted eyes. 

Smiles on past Misfortune’s brow 
Soft reflection’s hand can trace ; 

And o’er the cheek of sorrow throw 
A melancholy grace ; 

While Hope prolongs our happier hour t 
Or deepest shades that dimly lour 
And blacken round our weary way. 
Gilds with a gleam of distant day. 

Still, where rosv pleasure leads. 

See a kindred grief pursue ; 

Behind the steps that Mis’ry treads 
Approaching comfort view : 

The hues of bliss more brightly glow. 
Chastis’d by sabler tints of 2 
And blended form, w^th inv| strife. 
The strength $nd harisfcbny of 

See the wretch, that long^a* tost 
On the thorny bed of pain. 

At length repair his vigour lost. 

And breathe, and wadk again 
The meanest flow ’ret of the vale, 

The simplest note that swells the gala, 
The common tun, the air, the skies, 
Tfo f^im are opening paradise. 
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Humble Quiet builds her cell 

Near the source whence pleasure flows j 
She eyes the clear crystalline well, 

And tastes it as it goes. 

While far below the madding crowd 
Rusk headlong to the dangerous flood. 
Where broad and turbulent it sweeps. 

And perish in the boundless deeps. 


Mark where indolence, and pride, 
Sooth'd by Flatt'ry s tinkling s ound. 
Go, softly rolling, side by side, 

Their dull, but daily round : 

To these, if Hebe's self should bring 
The purest cup from Pleasure's springy 
Say, can they taste the flavour high 
Of sober , toy f 



dimby 


Mark Am 
Up to j 
While* paie-% 

And i ^ 

Phantoms of Danger, Death, and Dread % 
Phot hourly routet Ambition's head ; 

While Spleen, within Ms rival's br tatty 
Sits hooding on her scorpion nest . 


Happier he y the peasant , far. 
Prom th( pangs of passbof/nt, 
G 3 
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That breathes the keen yet wholesome air 
Of rugged pennury. 

He, when his morning task is done, 

Can slumber in the noontide sun , 

And hie him home, at evening’s close , 

To sweet repast , e, nd calm repose . 

He, unconsctous whence the bliss , 

Feels, and owns in carols rude , 

That all the circling joys art his , 

Of dear Vicissitude. 

From toil he wins his spirits light 
From busy day , the peaceful night ; 

Hick, from the very want of wealth , 

In Heaven's but treasures, Pctycc and Health. 


hymn TomBKsmcE. 




Hail, h#4|^var gloooy bower?, 

Ye Gotfaiplm*, rad edMlteil towm* 

W hem ru*by Cestui* ttofHjriadiqi* food 
Flrpetual draw; hi* butnid of stud x 
Glad I revisit tby neglected, reigp, 
ph Ufa we (9 #yye»p||4^|de tgeia. 


TO IGNOBANCE. 


But chiefly thee, whose influence brea^rtitfmm 
Augments the native darkness of the sky 6 h 

Ah, Ignorance ! soft salutary power 1 
Prostrate with fijial reverence I #dorc. 


Thrice hath Hyperion roll’d his annual race, 

Since weeping I forsook thy fond embrace. 

Oh say successful do’st thou still oppose 
Thy leaden 4£gis ’gainst our ancient foes ? 

Still stretch, tenacious of thy right divine. 

The massy sceptre o*er thy slumbering line ? 

And dews Lethean thro’ the land dispense 
To steep m slumbers each benighted sensed 
If any spark of Wit’s delusive ray 
Break out, and flash a momentary day, 

With damp, cold touch forbid it to aspire, 

And huddle up in fogs the dangerous fire. 

Oh say — she hears me not, but, careless grown, 
Lethargic npds upon her ebon throne. 

Goddess 1 awake, arise, *|fts my fears 1 
Can powers immortal feel the force of years ? 

Not thus of old, with ensigta* wide qnfurl'd. 

She rode triumphant ito the vanquish'd world; 
Fierce nations own'd he# unreaited mighr, 


And all wa| Ignorance**! all waa Night. 

Qh ! ficred Age b oh ! Times For ever k»*f 
nTheSc hodman’* glory ,antkhe Cburchatadsbaiim.) 
Sfer evey gooc" * -yct still to fine y new, 
tits tap id wings the transient scene pursue, > 

#**»** As o j**! * j 
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on her car, behold the Grandam ride 
Like old Sesostris with barbaric pride ; 

*** a team of harness’d monarchy bend 

************ 


ELEGY. 


WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY GHURCH-YARD. 

Tnif^turfew tolls * the knell of parting day, 

The lowing herd winds slowly o’er the lea, 

The ploughman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkness and to me- 
Now fades the glimm’ring landscape on the sight, 
And all the air a solemn stillness holds, 

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight. 
And drowsy tinkling^ lu U the distant folds ; 

$ave that f*qm yonder ivy-mantled tow’r 



The mopi 

'■ Ofj&cbai 

1 , 

Molest her, 
Beneath 
Where heaves the 
in his nirfow 
dkht nsde 


to the' moon complain 
r her secret bow’r, 
Ijingn- 

thatfCW^ree^sbade, 
amonld’riag heap. 
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The breezy call of incense-breathing Mom, 

The swallow twitt'nng from the straw-built shed, 
The cock’s shrill clarion or the echoing horn. 

No more shall rtf se them from their lowly bed. 

For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn, 
Or busy housewife ply her ev’ning care, 

No children run to lisp their sire's return, 

Or climb his knees the^envy’d kiss* to share* 

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield. 

Their furrow oft the Stubborn glebe ha£ broke 3 
How jocund did they drive their team afield l 
How bow’d the Woods beneath theiir sturdvjtroke ! 


Let not Ambition mock their useful tSl* 


Their homely joys apd destiny obscures 
Nor Grandeur hear with a disdainful smile 


The short and simple annals of the poor. 

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of pow*r, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth, e'er gave, 
Await alike th’ inevitable ftour : 


The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Nor you, ye Ptoud ! impute to these the fault. 
If Mem’ry o’er their tomb jm%|»hicsfSWse, 
Where thro* the ftc«|p||wlt 

The pealmg anthem swells ttelptfcof prtffK 
Qin atoned tun or animated ft#" 

Bac&to its mansfcq 6JI the fle^?§g fcreafhf 
voice orpyoke the sifem jkitt, 1 
cold ear nf 
neglected spot is laid 

-1 fiffilliht -jiinUrfertH ^>rf . 

1 8 .* 1 1. -Aif UMWg.? m T ' 
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Hands that the rod of empire might have sway’d. 
Or wak’d to ec&tacy the living lyre. 

But Knowledge to their eyes hei ample page. 
Rich with the spoils of Time, did ne’er unroll ; 
Chill Penury repress’d their noble rage. 

And froze the genial current of the soul. 

Full many a gem of purest ray serene 
The dark unfathom’d caves of ocean bear ; 

Tull many a flow’r is bom jo blush unseen, 

And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 

Some village-Hampden, that with dauntless breast 
The little tyrant of his fields withstood, 

Some mute inglorious Milton, here may rest, 
Styne Cromwell, guiltless of his country’s blood. 

Tb* applause of list'ning senates to command. 
The threats of pain and ruin to despise, 

To scatter plenty o’er a smiling land, 

And read their hisfc’ry in a nation’s eyes, 

Their lot forbad ; nor circumscrib’d alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin’d ; 
Forbad to wade through slaughter to a throne, 
Andshut of mercy on mankind | ^ 

conscious Truth to bide, 
To quench the Slashes bf ingenuous Shame, 

Or heap the *OtW of Luxury and Fridy 
With incense tingled at the Muse’* flame. 

Tar fttm\ the 'madding Vig*o|W «*5jSr** 
Their sober wishes never lekra’4%1^^3^ 
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Along the cool sequester'd vale of life 
They kept the noiseless tenor of their way. 

Vet $v*en these bones from insult to protect 
Some fmijt memorial still erected nigh, 

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture 
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh. [deck'd, 
Their name, their years, spelt by th' unletter’d 
The place of fame and elegy supply, [Muse, 
And many a holy text around she strews 
That teach the rustic Moralist to die. 

For who to dumb Forgetfulness a prey 
This pleasing anxious being e'er resign'd. 

Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day, 

Nor cast One longing ling’ring look behind ? 

* On some fond breast the parting soul relies, 
Some pious drops the closing eye requires ; 

£v*n frpm the tomb the voice of Nature cries, 
Ev"n in our ashes * live their wonted fires. 

For thee, who mindful of th’ unhonour'd dead 
Dost in those lines their artless tale relate, 

If chance, by lonely Contenyjlation led, 

Some kindred spirit shall in,mre\tb§r fate, 

Haply some hoary-heade4o«^«iay «ay^ 

«* Oft tore we seen him # of djwm 
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“ Brushing with hasty steps the dews away 
“ To meet the sun upon the upland lawn, 

“ There at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 

“ That wreathes its old fantastic root so high, 

“ His listless length at noon-tide would he stretch, 
u And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 

11 Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn; 
41 Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would rov* ; 

41 Now dtooping, woful wan ! like one forlorn, 

“ Or crat’d with care, or cross’d in hopeless love. 

“ One morn 1 miss’d him on the custom’d hill, 
41 Along the heath, * and near his fav’rite tree* 

J* Another came ; nor yet beside the rill, 

Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he : 

44 The next, with dirges due, in sad array 
** Slow thro* the churchway-path we saw him borne : 
“ Approach, and read (for thou canst read) the lay 
Grav’d on the stone beneath yon aged thorn ;*• + 

* Mr. Gray forgot, when he displaced, by the preceding stan- 
za, hu beautiful description of the evening haunt, the reference 
to it which be bid here left; 

Ml* have seen the greenwood tide along, 

While o'er the heath we hy’d our labour done. 

Oft sstbewoettuk pip’d her farewell song, 

With wistful eye* pursue the setting sun. 

1 In the early editions the following tines were tbi 

jpureathesis waa thought too long; 

Them scatter'd oft the earliest of the yew. 

By hands unaeen, areshow'rsof vt'kta found ; 

The redbreast loves to build and warble theft. 

And little footsteps lightly pmft the gram* 
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THE EPITAPH. 

Mere rests his bead ^pon the lap of Earth 
A youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown ; 

Fair Science frown’d not on his humble birth, 

And Melancholy mark’d him for her own. 

Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere ; 
Heav’n did a recompence as largely send ; 

He gave to misVy all he had, a tear, 

He gain’d from heav’n (’twas all he wish’d) a friend. 

No further ${ek his merits tq disclose, 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
(There they alike in trembling hope repose *) 

The bosom of his Father and his God. 


.Pares tost speme. 


Petrarch , Son 114 - 




MISCELLANIES. 


AN IMITATION FROM THE 

GODODIN. 

[Sec “ the death of Hoei”J 

Have you seen the tusky boar, 

Or the bjll with sullen roar, 

On surrounding foes advanc’d ? 

So Caradoc bore his lance. 

Conan’s name, my lay, rehearse, 

Build to him the lofty verse, 

Sacred tribute of the Bard, 

Verse, the Heroe’s sole reward ! 

As the flame’s devouring force ; 

As the whirlwind in its course ; 

As tfie thunder’s fiery stroke 
Glancing on the shiver'd oak ; 

Did \thc sword of Conan mow 
The Crimson harvest of the foe. 
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TRANSLATION FROM STATIUS. 

Th i r d in the labours of the disk came on, 
With sturdy step and slow, Hippomedon ; 

Artful and strong he pois’dthe well-known weight, 

By Phlegy as warn’d and fir’d by Mnestheus’ fate 
That to avoid, and this to emulate. 

His vig’rous arm he try’d before he flung, 

Brac’d all his nerves and ev’ry sinew strung. 

Then with a tempest’s whirl and wary eye 
Pursu’d his cast, and hurl’d the orb on high ; 

The orb on high, tenacious of its course, 

-True to the mighty arm that gave it force. 

Far overleaps all bound, and joys to sec 
Its ancient lord secure of victory : 

The theatre’s green height and woody wall 
Tremble ere it precipitates its fall ; 

The pond’rous mass sinks in the cleaving ground. 
While vales and wdbds and echoing hills rebound* 
As when from ./Etna’s smoking summit broke. 

The eyeless Cyclops heav’d the craggy rock, 
Where Ocean frets beneath the dashing oar ; 

And ^parting surges round ttie vessel roar; 

*Twas there he aim’d the meditated harm. 

And scarce Ulysses scap'd his giant arm. 

A tiger's pride the victor bore away. 

With native spots and fitful labour gay, 

A shining border round the margin roll'd. 

And calm’d the terrors of his claws in gold* 
Cambridge , May 8*4, 1736. 
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A LONG STORY. 


JCfttierri^fment. 

Mr. GRAY'* Elegy, previous to its publication, was handed about 
in MS and had amongst other admirers the LadyCobham,wbo 
resided in the mansion-house at Stoke-Pogeis. The perform- 
ance inducing her to wish for the Author’s acquaintance, Lady 
Schaub and Miss Speed, then at her house, undertook to in- 
troduce her to him. These two ladies waited upon the Author 
at his aunt’s solitary habitation, where heat that tune resided, 
and not finding him at home they left a card behind them. Mr. 
Gray, surprized at Buch a compliment, returned the visit; and 
as the beginning of this intercourse bore some appearance of 
romance, he gave the humorous and lively account of it which 
the Long Story contains. 

In Britain’s isle, no matter where, 

An ancient pile of building stands; 

The Huntingdons and Hattons there 
Employ’d the pow’r of Fairy hands 
To raise the ceiling’s fretted height. 

Each pannel in achievements clothing, 

Rich windows that-exclude the light, 

And passages that lead to nothing. 

Full oft within the spacious walls. 

When he had fifty winters o'er him, 


* Tha mansion-house at Stoke-Pogeis, then lathe poiMUpiott 
•f Viscountess Cobham. The style of buildingpfMch we Saw 
call Queen Elizabeth’s, is here admirably described both with 
regard to its beauties and delects j and the third and fourth stan- 
zas delineate the fantastic manners of her time with equal truth 
and humour. The house formerly belonged to die EariS of 
Huntingdon and the family of Hatton. 



94 


MISCELLANIES* 


My grave Lord- Keeper* led the brawls ; 

The seal and maces danc’d before him. 

His busby beard and shoe-strings green, 

His high-crown’d hat and sattln doublet, 
Mov’d the stout heart of England’s queen, 
Tho* Pope and Spaniard could not trouble it* 
What, in the very first beginning I 
Shame of the versifying tribe ! 

Your hist’ry whether are you spinning? 

Can you do nothing but describe ? 

A house there is (and that’s enough) 

From whence one fatal morning issues 
A brace of warriors, + not in buff, 

But rustling in their silks and tissues. 

The first came cap-a-pec from France, 

Her conqu’ring destiny fulfilling, 

Whom meaner beauties eye askance. 

And vainly ape her art of killing. 

The other Amazon kind Heav’n 
Had arm’d with spirit, wit, and satire; 

But Cobham had the polish giv’n, 

And tipp’d her arrows with good-nature. 

To celebrate her eyes, her air — 

Coarse panegyrics would but tease her, 


ibeth for 
sort of a 


• Sir Christopher Hatton, promoted by Queen Eliza) 
h$f graceful person and tine dancing. Brawls were si 
figure-dance Jhen in vofne. and probably deemed as elegant as 
OWr modem dotiUens, or soil more modern quadrlTles. 

+ ,The reader is already apprised who these ladies ; Jm 
two descriptions are prettily contrasted ; and nothin* can^e 
more hazily turned than the compliment to Lady Gotham « 
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Melissa is her nm ie guerre ; 

Alas ! who would not wish to please her? 

With bonnet blue and capuchin, 

And aprons long, they hid their armour, 

And veil’d their weapons bright and keen 
In pity to the country fawner. 

Fame,' in the shape of Mr. P— rt* 

(By this time all the parish know it) 

Had told that thereabouts there lurk’d 
A wicked imp they call a Poet, 

Who prowl’d the country far and near, 
Bewitch’d the children of the peasants, 

Dry’d up the cows and lam’d the deer, 

And suck’d the eggs and kill’d the pheasants. 

My Lady heard their joint petition, 

Swore by her coronet and ermine 
She’d issue out her high commission 
To iid the manor of such vermine. 

The heroines undertook the task ; 

Thro* lanes unknown, o’er stiles they ventur’d. 
Rapp’d at the door, nor stay’d to ask, 

But bounce into the parlour enter’d. 

The trembling family they daunt, 

They flirt, they sing, they laugh, they tattle. 
Rummage his mother, pinch his aunt, 

Asd up {Hurt in a whirlwind rattle. 


m I have been told that this gentleiMD, a nt^hbour 
dfiaintaace of Mr. Gray’* in thecoan^y, waa JJggJJ** 
St the tioerty here take* with his same, yet surely without any 
treat reason. 



Each hole and cupboard they explore. 
Each creek and cranny of his chamber. 
Run hurry scurry round the floor. 

And o’er the bed and tester clamber; 

Into the drawers and china pry, 

Papers and books, a huge imbroglio l 
Under a tea-ctip he might lie. 

Or creas’d like dog’s-ears in a folio. 

On the first marching of the troops 
The Muses, hopeless of his pardon. 
Convey’d him underneath their hoops 
To a small closet in the garden. 

So Rumour says (who will believe) 
But that they left the door a-jar. 

Where safe, and laughing in his sleeve. 
He heard the distant din of war. 

Short was his joy : he little knew 
The pow’r of magic was no fable ; 

Out of the window wisk they flew. 

But left a spell upon the table. 

The words too eager to unriddle. 

The Poet felt a strange disorder; 
Transparent birdlime form’d the middle. 
And chains invisible the border. 

So cunning was the apparatus. 

The pow’rful pothooks did so move him, 
That will he nill to the great house 
|Ie went as if the devil drove him. 

Yet on hit way (no sign of grace. 

For Folks in fear are apt to pray) 



4 LONG STOftY* 




To Phabus he prefejr’d his case, 

And begg’d his aid that dreadful day. 

The gqdhead would have back’d his quarrel ; 
But with a blush, on recollection, 

Own’d that his quiver and his laurel 
’Gainst four such eyes were no protection* 

The court was sat, the culprit tf$cre ; 

Forth from their gloomy mansions creeping 
The Lady Janes and Joans repair, 

And from the gallery stand peeping : 

Such as in silence of the night 
Come (sweep) along some winding entry, 
(Stayack * has often seen the sight) 

Or at the chapel-door stand sentry : 

In peaked hoods and mantles tarnish’d, 

Sour visages enough to scare yc, 

High dames of honour once that garnish’d 
The drawing-room of fierce Queen Mary ! 

The peeress comes : the audience stare. 

And doff their hats with due submission i 
She court’sies, as she takes her chairt 
To all the people of condition. 

The Bard with many an artful fib 
Had in imagination fenc’d him, 

Disprov’d the arguments of Squib, * 

And Jill that Groom + could urge against hitn ; 

But soon his rhetoric forsook him 
When he the solemn hall had seen j 
* The housekeeper. 

* The steward* 
i Gram of the chamber. 
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A sudden fit of ague shook him ; 

He stood as mute as poor Macleane. # 

« yVet something he was heard to mutter,, 

4 How in the park beneath an old tree 
^(Without design to hurt the butter, 
f Or any malice to the poultry) 

4 He onee or twice had penn’d a sonnet, 

4 Yet hop'd that he might save his bacon ; 

4 Numbers would give their oaths upon it 
4 He ne’er was for a conj’rer taken.' 

The ghostly prudes with hagged t face 
Already had Condemn'd the svnncr : 

My Lady rose, and with a grace — 

She smil’d, and bid him come to dinner. * 

* Jesu-Maria ! Madam Bridget, 

4 Why, what can the Viscountess mean !* 

4 Cry’d she square hoods in woful fidget, 

4 The times are alter'd quite and clean ! 

* Decorum’s turn'd to mere civility ; 

4 Her air- and all her manners shew its 
4 Commend me to her affability 1 

4 Speak to a Commoner and Poet !' 

[//ere 500 stanzas art /art.] 

* A famous highwayman, banged the week before. 

+ Hagged, *. e. the face of a witch or hag ; the epithet kagardt 
has peen some times mistaken as conveying the same idea, but 
St means a very different thing, viz. wild and farouche, and ts 
taken from an unreclaimed hawk caned an hazard. 

$ Here ihe stosy finishes : the exclamation of the ghosjls which 
follows is characteristic of die Spanish manners of the age when 
they are supposed to have lived ; and the 500 stanza* said to be 
lost, may be imagined to contain the rejqaindet of theitlou^ 
Winded expostulation. 
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And so God save our noble king, 
And .guard us from long winded lubbers, 
That to eternity would sing, 

And keep my lady from her rubbers. 


THE 

ALLIANCE 

OF 

EDUCATION and GOVERNMENT* 

A FRAGMENT. 


ESSAY I. 


UaTay u y aQi \ roti yatg fA.Qi$xv 

Ovn Ttu »; A<^«> y% tov ixA?Aa§oW« pwA aj;t7s. 

Theocritus * 


As sickly plants betray a niggard earth, 

Who^e barren bosom starves her gen’rous birth, 
Nor genial warmth, nor genial juice retains, 
Their roots to feed, and fill their verdant veins t 
And as in climes, where Winter holds his reigQ| 
The soil, (ho 1 fertile/ will not teem in vain, 
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Jprfcids her gems to swell, her shades to rise, 

Jpac trusts her blossoms to the churlish skies : 

4b draw mankind in vain the vital airs, 

XJnform’d, unfriended, by those kindly carts, 

That health and vigour to the soul impart, 

Spread the young thought, and warm the opening 
So fond instruction on the growing powers [heart : 
Of Nature idly lavishes her stores, 

»%hI Justice with unclouded face 
IteiUe not indulgent on the rising race, 

Ahd scatter with a free, tho 1 frugal hand, 

Light golden showers of plenty o’er the land : 
&tHytnnny has fix’d her empire there, "h 

To check their tender hopes with chilling fear, > 
And blast the blooming promise of the year. j 
This spacious animated scene survey, 

From where the rolling orb, that gives the day, 
His sable sons with nearer course surrounds 
To either pole, and life's remotest bounds. 

How rude soe'er th’ exterior form find, 
Howe'er opinion tinge the varied mind, 

Alike to all, the kind, impartial heav'n 
The sparks of truth and happiness has giv’n s 
With sense to feel, with memory to retain, 

They follow pleasure, and they fly from pain ; 
Their judgment mends the plan their fancy drawl. 
The event presages, and explores the Cause ; 

The soft returns of gratitude they know, 

By fraud dude, by force nepel thft foe ; 

1 
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While mutual wishes, mutual woes endear 
The social smile and sympathetic tear. 

Say, then, thro* ages by what fate confin'd 
To different climes seem different souls assign’d? 
Here measur'd laws and philosophic ease 
Fix and improve the polish'd arts of peace. 

There industry and gain their vigils keep, 
Command the winds, and tame the unwilling deefi 
Here force and hardy deeds of blood prevail ; 
There languid pleasure sighs in every gait. 

Oft o’er the trembling nations from afar. 

Has Scythia breath’d the living cloud of wit) 

And, where the deluge burst, with sweeping ivttf 
Their arms, their kings, their gods were roll'd away. 
As oft have issued, host impelling host, 

The blue-ey'd myriads from the Baltic coast. 

The prostrate South to the Destroyer yield* 

Her boasted titles, and her golden fields s 
With grim delight the brood of winter view v 
A brighter day, and heav'ns of azure hue, 

Scent the new fragrance of the breathing rote, 

And quaff the pendent vintage as it grows. 

Proud of the yoke, and pliant to the rod, 

Why yet doe* Asia dread a monarch’s nod, 

While European freedom still withstands 

Th' encroaching tide that drowns her lessening lands ; 

And sees fer off with an indignant groan * 

Her native plains, and empires once her own f 
Can opener skies and sum of fiercer flame 
Corpower the fire that animates our frame ; 

I 
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iHdPiamps, that shed at eve a cheerful ray, 

■Kj# and expire beneath the eye of day P 
Wild we the influence of the Northern star 
To string our nerves and steel our hearts to war ? 
And, where the face of Nature laughs around, 
Must sick’ning Virtue fly the tainted ground ? 
Unmanly thought 1 what seasons can controul, 

H zone can circumscribe the soul, 

p* of the source from whence she 
on Resolution’s wings, [springs, 
ill companion, dauntless goes 
eserts and thro* Zeiqbla’s snows ? 
dumb’riqg energy awake, 

, another temper take, 
iferior laws that rule our clay : 
:lements confess her sway ; 

Their little wants, their low desires, refine, 

And raise the mortal to a height divine. 

but the human fabric from the birth 
Imbibe* a flavour of its parent earth. 

As various trades enforce a various toil, 

The manners speak the idiom of their soil. 

An iron-race the mountain-c]iffs maintain, 

Foes to the gentler genius of the plain t 
For where unwearied sinews must be found 
With side*long plough to quell the flinty ground, 
’to turn the torrent’s swift-descending flood, 

To brave the savage rushing from the wood, 
What wonder, if, to patient valour train'd. 

They guard with spirit what by strength they ga«n'd* 
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And while their rocky ramparts round thiyifl 
The rough abode of want and liberty, 

(As lawless force from confidence will grow) 
Insult the plenty of the vales below ? 

What wonder, in the sultry climes, that spread 
Where Nile redundant o’er his summer-bed 
From his broad bosom life and verdure flings, 
And broods o’er ALgypt with his wai’ry wings. 
If, with adventurous oar and read^iail, 

Tl^e dusky people drive before 

Or on frail floats to neighb ? riflg iSief Vide, 

That rise and glitter o’er the ambient tide. 

* * * * * * * * * * . # 


STANZAS TO MR. BEfYVamtm 

A FRAGMENT. 

In silent gaze the tuneful chotfftfl^ong, 

Half-pleas’d, half blushing let the Mdse admire, 
While Bentley leads her sister art along. 

And bids the pencil answer to the lyre. 

See, in their course, each transitory thought 
FixNd by his touch a lasting essence take ; 

Each dreams, in Fancy’s airy colouring wrought. 
To local symmetry and life awake ! 

The tardy rhymes that us’d to linger on, 

To censure cold, and negligent of fame, 
i 2 
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jr measures animated run, 

catch a lustra from his genuine flame. 


W Wtould they catch his strength, his easy grace, 
His quick creation, his unerring line ; 

The energy of Pope they might efface, 

And Dryden’s harmony submit to mine. 


Bi not to origin this benighted age. 

Is that tiftrspBf' inspiration giv'n, 

Thatbjiriis In Shakespeare's, or in Milton’s page, 
^ \Tfce pomp and prodigality of Heav’n. 



spiring in the Diamond's blaze, 
gems, that singly charm the sight* 
their intermingled rays, 
with a luxury of light. 


Enough lor me, Jf to some feeling breast 
My line* * secret sympathy impart ; 

And as their pleating influence flows confest , 
A sigh of toft reflection heave the heart . 

t»**»***#»* + 


* The words in itottcfc were supplied by Mr. Mason. 
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THE ENQUIRY. 

w [ginsh— 

iV ith Beauty, with Pleasure surrounded to lan- 
To weep without knowing the cause of my anguish , 
r l o start from short slumbers, and wish for the mom- 
,n g 

To close my dull eyes when I see it returning; 
Sighs sudden and frequent, look^erver dejected — 
Words that steal fiom my tongue, by *M> meaning 
connected ' 

Ah say fellow -swains how these symptomsbfcft jffcte ? 
1 hey smile, but reply not — Sure Delia CJUI 
fELI ME 1 


IMPROMPTU. 

SUGGESTED BY A VIEW, IN 1766 , 
OF THE 

Seat and rums of a deceased Nobleman, 
at Kingsgate , Kent, 

O i d and abandon’d by each venal friend, 
Here H— d form’d the pious resolution 
To smuggle a few years, and strive to mend 
A broken character .and constitution. 

i 3 
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On this congenial spot he fix’d his choice ; 

Earl Goodwin trembled for his neighboring sand; 

Here sea-gulls scream, and cormorants rejoice, 
And mariners, though shipwreck’d, dread to land. 

Here reign the blust'ring North and blighting East, 
No tree is heard to whisper, bird to sing; 

Yet Nature could not furnish out the feast, 

Art he iuvokes new honours still to bring. 

Here mould 1 ring fanes and battlements arise, 
Turrets and arches nodding to their fall, 

Unpeopled jnonastries delude our eyes. 

And mjMfcftdesolation covers all. 

4 Ah ! ’said the sighing peer, * had B — te been true, 
4 Nor M— ’s, R — ’s, B — ’s friendship vain, 

4 Far better scenes than these had blest our view, 

4 And realiz’d the beauties which we feign. 

• Purg’d by the sword, and purify’d by fire, 

4 Then had we seen proud London’s hated walls; 

4 Owls would have hooted in St. Peter’s choir, 

4 And foxes stunk and litter’d in St. Paul’s.’ 
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THE CANDIDATE; 

OK 

THE CAMBRIDGE COURTSHIP* 

Written previous to the election of a Utgh Steward qfthe VnU 
tcrsity qfCumbi idgejor which office the noble lord alluded 
to, made an active canvas. 

W (X ac S* 
hen sly Jemmy Twitcher had smugg’d up his 
With a lick of court white-wash, and pious grimace* 
A wooing he went, where three sisters of old 
In harmless society guttle and scold. 

Lord, Sister! says Physic to Law, I declare, 
Such a sheep-biting look, such a pick-pocket air ! 
Not I for the Indies ! — You know I’m no prude,— «- 
But hisnajne is a shame, — and his eyes are so lew’d I 
Then he shambles, and straddles so oddly — I fear— 
No— at our time of life ’twould be silly, my dear. 

I don’t know, says L A w , but methinks for his look 
*Tis just like the picture in Rochester’s book; 
Then his character, Pkyzzy ,— his morals— — hio 
life— 

When she died, I can’t tell, but he once had a wife, 
They say he’s no Christian, loves drinking and w— 
And all the town rings of his swearing and roaring ! 
His lying and filching, and Newgate-bird tricks 
Not I— for a coronet, chariot and six* 
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Divinity heard, between waking and dozing, 
Her sisters denying and Jemmy proposing : 

From table she rose, and with bumper in hand, 
She strok’d up her belly, and strok’d down her 
band^~ [ing — 

What a pother is here about wenching and roar- 
Why, David lov’d catches, and Solomon w — — g : 
Did not Isiael filch from th’ Egyptians of old 
Their jewels of silver and jewels of gold ? 

The prophet of Bethel, we read, told a lie ; 

He diinks — so did Noah ; — he swears — so do I: 
To reject him for such peccadillos, were odd; 
Besides, he repents — for he talks about G**— 
[To Jemmy.] 

Never hang down your head, you poor penitent elf, 
Come buss me — I’ll be Mrs. Tiuitcktr myself. 

************ 

************ 


SONNET. 

ON THE DEATH OF MR. R* WEST* 

In vain to me the smiling mornings shine, 
And redd’ning Phoebus lifts his golden fire t 
The birds in vain their amorous descant join J 
Or cheerful fields resume their gteen attire : 
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These eares, alas 1 for other notes repine, 

A different object do these eyes require 5 
My lonely anguish melts no heart but mine ; 

And in my breast the imperfect joys expire. 

Yet Morning smiles the busy race to cheer, 

And new-born pleasure brings to happier men : 
The fields to all their wonted tribute bear : 

To warm their little loves the birds complain: 
1 fruitless mourn to him that cannot hear, 

And weep the more because 1 weep in vain. 


EPITAPH 

ON MRS. CLARKE. 

Iio ! where this silent marble weeps, 

A friend, a wife, a mother, sleeps ; 

A heart, within whose sacred cell, 

The peaceful Virtues lov’d to dwell ; 

Affection warm and faith sincere, 

And soft humanity were there. 

In agony, in death, resign’d, 

She fe^t the wound she left behind. 

Her infant image here below 
Sits smiling on a father’s wo, 

• This lady, the wife of Dr. Clarke, physician at Epsom, died 
April 27tb, 1757, and ia boned to the church of ieckephaa, 
Kent. 
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Whom what awaits while yet he strays 
Along the lonely vale of days ? 

A pang, to seciet sorrow dear, 

A sigh, an unavailing tear, 

Till time shall ev’ry grief remove 
With life, with mem’ry, and with love. 


EPITAPH 

ON SIR WILLIAM WILLIAMS. 

[ Killed at the siege of Bclictsla in 1761.] 

Here, foremost in the dangerous paths of fame, 
YoungWilliams fought for England’s fair renown ; 

His rnind each Muse, each Grace adorn’d his frame, 
fcjor Envy dar’d to view him with a frown. 

At Aix his voluntary sword he drew, 

There first in blood his infant honour seal’d; 

From fortune, pleasure, science, love he flew, 

And scorn’d repose when Britain took the field- 

With eyes of flame, and cool undaunted breast, 
Victor he stood on Belleisle's rocky steeps-^- 

Ah, gallant youth 1 this marble tell$ the rest, 
Where melancholy friendship bends and weegs. 
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SONG. 

IVnttni at the request of Miss Speed, to an old air qfGenfr 
matt i the thought jiotn the trench, 

Thyrsis, when he left me, swore 
In the Spring he would return— 

Ah ' what means the op'ning flow’r ! 

And the bud that decks the thorn ! 

'Twas the nightingale that sung I 
'Twas the lark that upward sprung I 

Idle notes 1 untimely green ! 

Why such unavailing haste ? 

Gentle gales and sky serene, 

Prove not always winter past. 

Cease my doubts, my fears to move, 

Sparc the honour of my love. 


TOPHET t 

AN EPIGRAM* 


[Mr Etongh , Cambridge University, was a person ds H* 

S zbte Jbr 'he eccentricities qf hu character , a* for hit 
lal appearance A Mr fyt0n,oj Benet College, made 
king qf his head, and presented it to Mr Gray, who 
wrote under it thejOUoaing tines J 

[fiend, 

1 hus Tophet look’d ; so grinn'd the brawling 
Whilst frighted prelates bow'd and call'd him friend. 
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Uur mother-church, with half-averted sight, 
Blush'd as she bless’d her grisly proselyte ; 
Hosannas rung thro' Hell’s tremendous bonders. 
And satan’s self had thoughts of taking orders. 


GRAY OF HIMSELF. 

Too poor for a bribe, and too proud to importune. 
He had not the method of making a fortune ; 
Could love and could hate, so was thought some- 
what odd, 

No very great wit, he believ’d in a God : 

A post or a pension he did not desire, 

But left church and state to Charles To wnshend and 
Squire. 


THE END. 
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THE LIFE 


op 

RICHARD WEST. 


Mr. Richard West, whose time of birth may 
be nearly estimated from the epitaph which close* 
this short account, was the only son of the right 
Hon. Richard West, sometime lord chancellor of 
Ireland; and grandson, by his mother, to the ce- 
lebrated bishop Burnet. 

Mr. West was originally intended for th£ Law, 
but the studies necessary to qualify him for that 
profession, became more irksome as his taste for 
poetry increased, till, at length, as he informs his 
friend Gray in a letter, his aversion grew almost 
insuperable. 

Our author’s life was short ; a consumption 
preyed upon his frame, and his death was hastened 
by the overwhelming pressure of family distresses 
-*»he was buried in the Ghancel of Halfield church, 
beneath a stone, bearing the following inscription : 

* Here lietft the body of Richard Wert* 

* Esq. only son to the right Hon. Richard 
' West, Esq. late lord chancellor of IeC- 
‘ land, who died the 1st of June, lf4£» 

* in the 26th year of his age.* 
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AD AMICOS. 

[Imitated from, Tibullus, Book ui Eleg 5. and Mr. Pope’* 
letter xn sickness to Mr. .Stee/e.J 

Yes, happy youths ! on Cadmus’ sedgy side 
You feel each joy that friendship can divide, 

Each realm of science and of art explore, 

And with the ancient blend the modern lore, 
Studious alone to learn whate’er may tend 
To raise the genius or the heart to mend ; 

Now pleas'd along the cloister’d walks you rove. 
And trace the verdant mazes of the grove, 

Where social oft and oft alone ye chuse 
To catch the zephyr and to court the Muse ; 
Meantime at me (while all devoid of art 
These lines give back the image of my heart) 

At me the pow’r that comes or soon or late, 

Or aims, or seems to aim the dart of Fate ; 

Vos tenet, Etruscis manat quae fontibus unda, 

Unda sub zstivum non adeunda cancan. 

Nunc autem sacris Bltygum maxima lymphis, 
Quum se purpureo vere remittit hiems. 

At mihi Persephone nigram denuntiat horam 
Inmen to juveni parce nocere, Dca. 
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From you remote, methinks alone I stand, 

Like some sad exile in a desart land, 

Around no friends their lenient care to join 
In mutual warmth, and mix their heart with mine. 
Or real pains, or those which fancy raise, 

For ever blot the sunshine of my days; 

To sickness still, and still to grief, a prey, 

Health turns from me her rosy face away. 

Just Heav’n 1 what sin, ere life begins to bloom, 
Devotes my head untimely to the tomb ? 

Did e’er this hand against a brother’s life 
Drug the dire howl, or point the murd’rous knife' 
Did e’er this tongue the sland’rcr’s tale proclaim, 
Or madly violate my Maker’s name ? 

Did e'er this heart betray a friend or foe, 

Orlcnow a thought but all the world might know ? 
As yet just stai ted from the lists of time 
My growing yeais have scarcely told their prime ; 


Non ego tentavi nulli temerarida virorum 
Andax laudandae sacra docene Deae. 

Nec mea mortiferis infccit pocula succis 
^Dextera, nec quiquam tsetra venena dedit, 
Mcc nos insana meditantes jurgia mente 
Inopia m adversos solvimus ora Deos. 

Et nondum eani nigros latere capillos, 
Nec venit tardo curva Senccta pede. 
NaUlfem itostri primum videre parentes 
(Quum cecidi fato consul uterque pari.) 
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Useless as yet -thro’ life I’avd idly run, 

No pleasures tasted, and few duties done. 

Ah ! who ere autumn’s mellowing sun’s appear 
Would pluck the promise of the vernal year, 

Or ere the grapes their purple hue betray, 

Tear the crude cluster from the mourning spray ? 
Stern pow’r of Fate ! whose ebon sceptre rules 
The Stygian deserts and Cimmerian pools, 
Forbear, nor rashly smite my youthful heart, 

A victim yet unworthy of thy dart ; 

« | ! stay till age shall blast my with’ring face, 
^ke in my head and falter in my pace ; 

Then aim the shaft, then meditate the blow*, 

And to rtie dead my willing shade shall go. 

How weak'is man to Reason’s judging eye W** 
Born in this moment, in the next we die; 

Part mortal clay, and part ethereal fire, 

Too proud to creep, too humble to aspire. 

In vam our plans of happiness we raise; 

Pain is our lot, and patience is our praise : 


Quid fraudare juvat vitem cresccntibus uvis ? 

Et modo nata inala vellere poma manu ?* 

Parcitc, pallentes undas quicumque tenetis, 
Duraque sortiti tertia regni Dei 
Elysios olim hccat cogn0$cere campos, 

• “ There is (says Mh Mason) a peculiar blemish in thiaHne, 
“ arising from the synonymous mala and poma. — who, 

that can pither construe or scan this line, could have takes these 
words for tyntmymaui t 
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Wealth, lineage, honburs, conquests or a throne, 
Are what the wise would fear to call their own. 
Health is at best a vain precarious thing, 

And fair-facM youth * is ever on the wing: 

'Tis like the stream aside whose wat’ry bed 
Some blooming plant exalts his flow’ry head; 
Nurs’d by the wave the spreading branches rise, 
Shade all the ground and flourish to the skies ; 
The waves the while beneath in secret flow, 

And undermine the hollow bank below ; 

Wide and more wide the water* urge their waji 
Bare all the roots and on theif fibres prey; 
loo late the plant bewails his foolish pride, 

4knd sinks untimely in the whelming tide, 

J%ut why repine ? does life deserve my sigh? 
Few will lament my loss whene’er I die. 

For those the wretches t I despise or hate, 

I neither envy nor regard their fate. 


Letheamque ratem,.Cimmeriosque lacua, 
Quum mea rugosa pallebunfc ora’ Senecta, 

************ 

Atque utinam vano nequidquam terrear aestu ! 


• 4 Youth, at the very beat, is, but a betrayer efhuman life in 
* a gentler and smoother manner than age ; it is like the stream 
4 that nourishes a plant upon a bank, and causes it to flourish 
4 and blossom to the sight, but at the same time is undermining 
4 it at the root in secret* Pcpt. 

♦ * I dm not at all uneasy at rtife thought that many men whom 
1 1 never had any esteem lor are likely to enjoy this world after 
4 at.’ Pops. 
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For me, whene’er all-conqu’ring Death shall spread 
His wingi around my unrepining head 
I care not * : tho’ this face be seen no more, 

The world will pass as cheerful as before, 

Bright as befoie the day -star will appear, 

The fields as verdant and the skies as clear ; 

Nor storms nor comets will my doom declare, 

Nor signs on earth nor potents in the air ; 
Unknown and silent will depart my breath, 

Nor Nature e’er take notice of my death. 

some there are (ere spent my vital days) 
Within whose breasts my tomb I wish to raise : 
Lov’d in my life, lamented in my end, [mend : 
Their praise would crown me as their precept** 
To them may these fond lines my name endear 
Not from the poet but the friend sincere. + 


ELEGIA. 

Quod mihi tarn gratae misisti dona Camaenae, 
Qjualia Maenalius Pan Deus ipse velit, 

Amplector te, Graie, et toto corde reposco, 

Oh desiderium jam nimis usque meum : 

Et mihi rura placent, et me quoq ; saepe volentem 
Buxerunt Dtyades per sua prktaDear ; 

* ‘ The morning after my exit the Stin will rise as bright as 
the plants spring as green 5 

Christ ebuxtibj Oxford* Mf 
4th, 1737, in the 71st year ofhis age. 


’ever, tne flowers amelias sweet, 
‘ people will laugh, #c.* Pope* 

+ This enistJe was written from 
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lympha fugit litjuido pede, sive virentem, 
Magqj^decua nemoris, quercus opacat humum : 
like mane novo vagor, illuc vespere fero, 
noto ut jacui gramme, nota cano. 

Hfcc nostrs ignorant divinam Amaryliida sylvm : 
Ah, si desit amor, nil mihi rura placent. 

Ille jugis habitat Deus, i lie in vallibus imis, 
Regnat et in Coelis, regnat et Oceano ; 
llle gregem taurosq; domat, saeviq; leonem 
Semims ; ille feros, ultus Adonin, apros : 

Quin et fervet amore nemus, ramoq; sub omoj 
Concentu tremtilo plurima gaudet avis* 

I>urac etiam in sylvis agitant connubia plant* 
etiam et fertur saxa anima&se Vedqp**' 
et saxis, et robore dujior ellettk 
Sincero siquis pectore amare vetat : 

Non illi in manibus sanctum deponere pignut 
Non illi arcanum cor aperire velim ; 

Nescit amicitias, tenpros qui nescit atnOres : 

1 Ah ! %i nulla Venus, nit&mihi rura placent. 

Me licet a patria l&gfc in tcllure juberent 
Externa positum ducere fata dies ; 

Si vultus modo ^amatus adestet, non ego contra 
Plorarem magnos voce querente Deos. 

At djilci tn gremiq curarum ohffvia ducens 
Nil cuperem prs^j^sse placere mem ; 

Nec bona fortune jifuciens, neq; munera region, 
111* intra oplarem brachia caramon. 

Mm. 17 tL 173$. 
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ELEGIA. 

lA<ldrcss§d to Mr. Otay.'] 

Ergo desidize videor libi c limine dignus ; 

Et mcrito : victas do tibi spontc manus. 

Argjuor ct veteres nimium contemnere Musas, 
Irata et nobis est Medicxa Venus. 

Mene igitur statuas et inania saxa vereri t 
Stultule ! marmorea quid mihi cum Venere ? 

Hie verse, hie vivse Veneres, et mille per urbem, 
Quarum nulla queat non placuisse Jovi. 

Cedite Homanse fbrmosc, et cedite G raise, 
Sintque oblita Helenas n6men et Hermonise I 
Et, quascufcque refert aetas vetus, Heroine : 
Unas honor no&tris jam venit Angliasin. 

Oh quales vultus, Oh quantum numcn ocellis f 
I nunc et Tuscas wn probe confer opes. 

Ne taxnen hec obtusa ninm pra-cordia credas, 
Neu me adeo nulli Pall^de prggenitum : 

Teitor PSendumque umbras ci%tnina Pindi 
Me quoque Calliopes -semper axnasse choros ; 

Et (h^um.Ausonias urbes, et vfsese Graias 
Qwnest, ingeaio si 1 icetire meo : 

Si ve ett Phidiacum ammo *, W Mentora eri, 
Sou paries Otto nobiitf* * 

Nec minus artificuiu nsagna argomonta rcceutim 
Romanique decus tiominis tt Veneti : 

Qua Furor et Mayors et Mm ® marniore yultffll, 
ct £bnno«o noHidPIsre Venus. 

L 
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Quaque loqnax sprrat fucus, vivique labores, 

Et quicquid calamo dulcius ausa manus : 

Hie nemora, et sola marens Melibceus in umbrl-, 
Lymphaque muscoso prosiliens lapide ; 

Illic majus opus, faciesque in pariete major 
Exurgens, Divum, et numina Ccelicolum ; 

O vos fxlices, quibus hacc cognoscere fas eat, 

Et tota Italia, qua patet usque, frui ! 

Nulla dies vobis eat injucunda, nec usquatn 
Noritis quid sit tempora amara pati. 

— It was the production of four o'clock in tJfc 

morning , while Hay in my bed tossing and cough- 
ing y and all unable to sleep. - ■ — 

Ante omnes morbos impOrtunissima 1 tussis, 

Qua durare datur, traxitque sub ilia vires : 

Dura etenim versans imo sub pectore regna, 
Perpetuo exercet teneras luctamihe costas, 

Oraque distorquet, vocemque immutat anbelam : 
Nec cessare locus : sed saevo concita mOtu 
Molle domat latus, et corpus labor dmne fatigat : 
Unde molesta dies, necrertique insomnia ttffbant. 
Nec tua, si tnecum Comes hie juCundufc adesses, 
Verba juvare queant, aut bunc lenire doktfem 
Sufficiant tua vox dulcre, nec vtrttus amatus, 



E 127 ]' 


ODE. 

r> EA r Gray ! that always in my heart 
Possesses far the better part, 

What mean these sudden blasts that rise, 
And drive the zephyrs from the skies ? 

O join with mine thy tuneful lay. 

And invocatc the tardy May. 

Come, fairest nymph ! resume thy reign, 
Bring all the Graces in thy train : 

With balmy breath and flow’ry tread 
Rise from thy soft ambrosial bed, 

Wheie in Elysian slumber bound 
Em bow’ ring myrtles veil thee round. 

Awake, in all thy glories drest, 

Recall the zephyrs from the west ; 
Restore the sun, revive the skies, 

At mine and Nature's call arise ! 

Great Nature’s self upbraids thy stay, 
And misses her accustom’d May. 

See ! all her works demand thy aid. 

The labours of Pomona fade ; f 
A plaint is heard from ev’ry tree, 

Each budding flow’ret calls for thee ; 
The birds forget to love and sing. 

With storms alone the forests ring. 

l 2 
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Come then, with pleasure at thy tide, 
Diffuse thy vernal spirit wide ; 

Create where’er thou turn’st thy eye 
Peace, plenty, love, and harmony, 
Till ev’ry being share its part, 

And heav’n arid earth be glad at heart. 


TRANSLATED 

FROM THE GREEK OF POSIDIPPUS. 

Perspicui puerum ludentem in margine rivi 
Immersit vitreze limpidus error aquae *. 

At gehdo ut mater moribundiim e flumine traxit 
Credula, et amplexu fiinus inane fovet ; 
Paulatim puer in dilecto pectore, somno 
Languidus, aeternum lumina composuit. 


TO MR. GRAY. 

O Me* jucunda comes quietis ! 

Quae fere aegrotum solita et levare 
Pectus, et sensim ah ! mmis ingruenle* 
Fallere curas : 
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Quid canes ? quanto Lyra die furore 
Gesties, quando hac reducem sodalcm 
Glauciam * gaudere simul videbis 
Meque sub umbra ? 

Catera Desiderantur. 

* Mr Gray. 


IND OF WEST. 
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